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ADVERTISEMENT. 


MRS. ROBINSON reſpecfully informs the Public, that the 
very flattering reception the THREE Poems, S1GHT, The 


NAVERN OF Wok, and SOLITUDE, have met with, induced 
her to include them in the preſent Volume, in preference to printing 
a ſecond Edition. She likewiſe begs leave to remark, that ſome of 
the OTHER PotMs have appeared in the ORACLE, with the 


Signatures of LAURA MARIA, OBERON, and JULIA, fince 


the firſt Volume was publiſhed, 
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«© Thus, when thy draughts, O Rarrarrie! Time invades, 
« And the bold figure from the canvas fades, 
« A rival band recalls from every part 
c Some latent grace, and equals art with art; 
« Tranſported tue ſurvey the dubious rife, 
« While each fair image starts again to life.” 
BaooME. 


MONODY 


TO THE 


MEMORY 


oF 


SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS, 


LATE PRESIDENT OF THE ROYAL ACADEMY. 


War RevroxariON, bending from the sky, 
Steals the fond lingering tear from VirTue's eye; 
When the keen agonies of Gz1zy are flown, 

And Reason triumphs on her tranquil throne ; 
The Musk to Worth and Gentvs tunes her lyre, 
While the chords glisten with celestial fire; 

The Musk, in strains untutor'd, and unsought, 


Soars on the pinions of eriraptur'd Thought ; 
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2 MONODY TO THE MEMORY OF 
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While Memory to her eagle eye pourtrays 
The lustrous tablet of a NaT1on's PRAISE; 
While Fame, exulting, spreads her fost'ring wings, 
And TzxuTH spontaneous sweeps the bounding strings! 
Hark ! the full chords in mystic sounds aspire, 
To swell the chorus of the heavenly choir ! 
Where, to seraphic harps, ethereal borne, | 
The Song of PaTiexce bids us cease to mourn ; 
Contemns the tear that gems each kindred eye, 
Calms the quick throb, and checks the frequent sigh ! 
While, *midst the blaze of pure Promethean light, 
The meek-eye'd cherub bends to mortal sight! 
See from her dazzling wing soft essence pour 
Heaven's sacred balm for Mis'ry's darkest hour ; 
When Fate inexorable deals her blow | 
O'er this rude wilderness of human woe, 
Till VigTvs, pointing out the purer mind, 
Secures the gem, and leaves the dross behind, 
Claims the bright spirit from its native clod, 
And bears it, spotless, to the sight of Sod ! 
Yet, ReYNoLDs, while the winged minstrels join 
In all the melodies of sounds divine, 
Round thy cold image, on its icy bed, 

Some light illumes the mansion of the dead; 
An unextinguished light, that gilds the gloom, 
Where weeping Gen1vs guards her fav'rite's tomb! 
Brightly it shines, where thy pure ashes sleep, 
And while pale Melancholy hides to wech, 


STR JOSHUA REYNOLDS. 
= * 
Fame, with her glittering wing, shall fan the fire, 
To shed new lustre on the Mus 's lyre! 


* 


f O, if the graces of pathetic verse 

Can add one trophy to thy sable hearse; 

If the soft sympathy of Sorrow's strain 

Can, for a moment, soothe the throb of pain; 

Can check the drop that steals from Mem'ry's eye, 

Or calm Affliction's meek and melting sigh; 

Where is the Muse? why sleep the tuneful throng, 
While BRITAIx's RaFAELLE claims the grateful song? 


Ye solemn Mourners, who, with footstep slow, 
Prolong'd the sable line of public woe 
Who, fondly crowding round his plumed bier, 
Gave to his worth th' involuntary tear; 
Ye children of his School, who oft have hung 
On the grac'd precepts of his tuneful tongue ; 
Who many an hour in mute attention caught 
The vivid lustre of his polish'd thought! - 
Ve, who have felt, for ye have taste to feel, 
The magic influence o'er your senses steal, 
When eloquently chaste, from Wisdom's page, 
He drew each model for a rising age! 
Say, is no kind, no grateful tribute due 
To Him, who twin'd immortal wreaths for you? 


1 
* Vide Sir Jos n uA 1 Discourses delivered at the Royal 
Academy. 
B 2 
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Who, from the dawn of youth, to manhood's prime, 


Snatch'd madden beauties from the wings of Time; 


Who gave new lessons to your wond'ring sight, 


Drawn from the chaos of oblivious Night; 
Where, chain'd by Ignorance, in Exvx's cave, 
The ART he courted found a chilling grave; 
Where native Genius faded, unadmir'd, 

While Emulation's glorious flame expir'd ; 

Till ReEYxoLDs, braving Exvy's recreant spell, 
Dragg'd the huge monster from her thorny cell; 
Who, ſhrinking from his mild benignant eye, 
Subdued, to Stygian darkness fled—To DIE! 


Now round the brows of Britiſh Genius play 
'The broad effulgent beams of mental day ! 
See, native taste the vivid scene imbues 
With the rich lustre of the rainbow's hues ! 
See, from each pencil varying beauties rise, 
While the proud canvas glows with mingling dyes: 
See, Fancy gives to every mimic form, 
New power to fascinate, new grace to charm, 
While o'er each finish'd, each attractive part, 
NaTvuRE stands wond'ring at the touch of Axr. 


O, if Philanthropy can boast the pow'r, 


To sooth Affliction's dark and dreary hour; 


If Hz, who meekly shunn'd the flatterer's gaze, 
Whose splendid talents shrunk from venal praise; 


RE 


| 


SIR FOSHUA REYNOLDS. 


Who, in Retirement's consecrated bow'rs, 

Strew'd the rough path of life with modest flowers ; 
Or with a fost'ring hand, to Genius just, 

Twin'd his own laurel round each youthful bust ; 
Can bid your grateful bosoms proudly glow 

With innate praise,—beyond the pomp of woe ; 

Now, true to native worth, aſſert his claim 

To the be/t diadem ! THE WREATH Or Fams ! 


And thou, ConTEnTion! fiend, of Envy born, 
Hide in some haunt profane thy mien forlorn ; 
Howl in some flinty cave's impervious gloom, 

Nor break the sacred silence of the tomb! 

Go, prey on hearts congenial with thy own, 
Drink their big tears, and mingle in their groan ; 
Sate thy mean rage upon some ,eot's breast, 

But let the sainted shade of GENIUS REST! 


Beneath yon lofty dome that props the skies, 
Low on the lap of Earth”? your Patron lies: 
Cold 1s that hand, that gave the touch divine, 
Which bade the mimic orbs of Reason shine; 
Clos'd is that eye, which beam'd with living light, 
That gave the mental soul to mortal sight! 

For, by the matchless wonders of his art, 
The outward mien bespoke the hidden heart! 
Taste, feeling, character, his pencil knew, 


And Tzxvrn acknowledg'd &en what Fax or drew! 
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So just to nature every part combin'd, 

Each feature mark'd the tenour of the mind / 
*Twas his, with varying excellence, to ſhow 
Stern Manhood's dignity, and Beauty's glow ! 
To paint the perfect form, the witching face, 
With Gu1po's softness, and with TiriAx's grace! 
The dimpled cherub at the mother*s breast, 
The smile serene, that spoke the parent blest ; 
The PotT's vivid thought, that shone divine 
Through the rich mazes of each finish'd line! 
The Tale “ that bids the tear of pity flow; 
The frenzied gaze of petrifying woe; 

The dying Father, fix'd in horror wild, 

O'er the shrunk image of his famish'd Child,— 


An! sTay, my Must—nor trace the madd'ning scene, 
Nor paint the starting eye, the frantic mien: 
Turn from the picture of distracting woes; 
Turn from each charm, that beauty's smile bestows ; 
Go, form a wreath, Time's temples to adorn, 
Bedeck'd with many a roſe, and many a thorn ; 
Go, bind the Hero's brow with deathless bays ; 
Or to calm Friendship chaunt the note of praise; 
Or with a feather, stol'n from Fancy's wing, 
Sweep, with light hand, the gay fantastic string; 
But leave, oh, leave thy fond lamenting song, 4 
The feeble echo of a wond'ring throng :— 


The Story of Count Ugolino, painted by Sir Joshua Reynolds, 


— — 


SI JOSHUA REYNOLDS. 


Canst thou with brighter tints adorn the rose, 
Where Nature's vivid bluſh divinely glows ? 

Say, canst thou add one ray to Heav'n's own light; 

Or give to Alpine snows a purer white? 

Canst thou increase the diamond's burning hues, 

Or to the flow'r a richer scent infuse? 

Say, canst thou snatch, by sympathy sublime, 

One kindred bosom from the grasp of Trws ? 

An, no! then bind with cypress boughs thy lyre, 

Mute be its chords, ard quench'd its sacred fire; 

For dimly gleam the PozT's votive lays, 

Midst the vast splendours of a Nation's RAI 

Yet, blest shall be the Muss, and blest the art, 

That thrills in dulcet murmurs through the heart ; 

That pictures Nature in her fairest form; 

That bids the torpid soul to rapture warm; 

That soothes the mind, by sorrow's load oppress'd, 

And bends, with force supreme, the tyrant's crest. 

Blest be the mingling tones, whose magic leads 

Through splendid halls—o'er dew-bespangled meads ; 

The clay-built hut, with rapture to explore, 

Or round the diadem's proud gems to soar ; 

That quell the force of superstitious rage, 

And shed new lustre o'er the classic page. 

Blest Poetry ! whose witching sounds impart 

All that can harmonise, or grace the heart ; 

"Tis thine, with lenient balm, to cure despair; 

To check the throbbings of unpitied care; 
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To bind with weeping flow'rs the lover's urn; 

To bid Ambition's brightest incense burn ! | 
SUCH ARE THY ATTRIBUTES! then tune thy lays, 
To chaunt thy S1sTER Axr's coeval praise; 

To PainTiNG lift the loud extatic song, 

Wake with celestial notes the vapid throng; 

And, as the rap'trous strains exulting rise 

On Truth's white pinions to the op'ning skies, 
Haply, some RAT FTAELLE's spirit, hov'ring near, 
Shall greet the Pæ Ax with a grateful tear, 

And, proud to share the glories of the lay, 

Shall bear its echoes to the realms of day. 

TakERE, REYNOLDS, shalt thou claim the votive line; 
i Trex, smiling, own the artless picture Trains : 

{ And though thy form lies mould'ring in the tomb, 

| ImmorTaL GENIus braves the common doom; 

i Though lost, still honour'd by each feeling heart, 
That shar'd thy converse, or admir'd thy art: 

: And though thy voice no more can charm the breast, 
Though thy pure spirit mingles with the blest ; 

| Thy sainted ashes shall e'en DRA R defy, 

k For Fame, which VIX Tu gives—$HALL NEVER DIE. 


Oh, Britain's darling—Nature's fav'rite child, 
In judgment strong, in manners sweetly mild! 
Could my fond lay one added wreath bestow, 
Long as my heart laments, my strain showld flow; 
But, ah! where'er my wand'ring fancy leads, 
Whether to pine-clad hills, or flow'ry meads ; 


SIR FOSHUA REYNOLDS. 9 
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Whether, at twilight's calm and penſive hour, 

I weep, unseen, in some lone ivy'd bower, 

Or, with high-bounding bosom, haste along, 

To greet the matin lark's melodious song ; 
Whether in tones forlorn, or themes divine, 

Still shall the strain, the tuneful strain be TH1xs : 
For all that Nature yields, *twas thine to trace, 
Love's sportive smile, and Wisdom's sober grace, 
Fear, Rage, relentless Vengeance, shrivel'd Care, 
And the worst misery of supreme Despair: 

Then where shall Fa N * turn, or TxuTa aspire, 
To catch new subjects for her mournful lyre ? 
Where shall the Mus untrodden paths explore? 
Where find a theme untry'd by 1E before? 
Vain is her search! thy penetrating skill 
Fashion'd each scene, obedient to thy will; 

And stealing every flow'r, by Nature drest, 

Left but the thorn of Woe, ro PIERCE HER BREAST. 


High o'er the Eastern hill, Day's burning eye 
Darts streams of radiance through the sev'ring sky! 
The upland mead reflects a vivid glow | 
On the calm bosom of the vale below : 
Soon flames meridian lustre o'er the scene; 
The out-stretch'd landscape glows with brighter green; 
Soft silky blossoms, bath'd in Iing'ring dews, 
Ope their sweet breasts, and blush with deeper hues : 
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But when chill Twilight, stealing o'er the West, 
Spreads her grey mantle on Eve's humid breast; 

All Nature mourns ! obtrusive shadows veil 

The tow'ring mountain, and the lowly dale! 

While each meek blossom, scarcely wak'd to birth, 
Hides it shrunk head,—and, weeping, fades to earth! 


So RENO Ds shone ! the Phoebus of his day, 
While Art and Science own'd his genial ray: 
And since those orbs that shed celestial light, 
Are clos'd and faded in impervious night ; 
By the mild precepts of his social hours ; 
By the strong magic of his mental powers; 
By his meek diffidence ; his modest mien; 
His solid judgment, and his soul serene ! 
Oh, Ye ! who owe to each the meed of praise, 
Who $har'd the converse of his blameless days; 
Who, living, own'd the virtues of his heart, 
Who marked the rising glories of his art ; 
STILL GUARD His FauE l and when, to happier skies, 
Like his ye mourn, each sainted spirit flies! 
May the fond Mus, to WorTH and Gen1vs true, 
WiTH EQUAL JUSTICE, FORM A WREATH FOR YOU | 


ELEGIAC ODE 
— — 


TO THE 


MEMORY 


oP 


MY LAMENTED FATHER, 


Who died in the ſervice of the Empreſs of Ruſſia, December 5, 1786. 


—— eee ene eee neenen————enene en — — 


On, SIRE, REVER'D! aDoR'D!- 
Was it the ruthless tongue of Dar R, 
That, whisp'ring to my pensive ear, 
Pronounc'd the FATAL word ; 
That bath'd my cheek with many a tear, 
And stopp'd, awhile, my gasping breath? 
« He Lives No MORE! 
«« Far on a foreign shore, 
* His honour'd dust a laurel'd grave receives, 
„ While his immortal soul in realms celestial lives l': 


On! ux Lov'p $1RE, FAREWELL! 
Though we are doom'd on earth to meet no more, 


Still Mem'ry lives, and still I must adore ! 
C 2 
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And long this throbbing heart shall mourn, 


Though thou, to these sad eyes, wilt ne'er return! 


Yet ſhall remembrance dwell 

On all thy sorrows through life's stormy sea, 
When Fate's resistless whirlwinds shed 
Unnumber'd tempests round thy head, 

The varying ills of human destiny ! 
Yet, with a soul sublimely brave, 
Didst thou endure the dashing wave; 
Still buffetting the billows rude, 
By all the shafts of woe, undaunted, unsubdued ! 


Through a long life of rugged care, 
"Twas THINE to steer a steady course! 

"Twas THIN E Misfortune's frowns to bear, 
And stem the wayward torrent's force! 

And as thy persevering mind 
The toilsome path of Fame pursued, 

"Twas THINE, amidst its FLOW' Rs to find, 
The wily SNaxz——InGRATITUDE |! 
Vet vainly did th' inſidious reptile strive 

On THEE its poisons dire to fling; 

Above its reach, thy laurel still shall thrive, 

Unconscious of the treach'rous sting ! 


»Twas THINE to toil through length' ning years, 
Where low' ring night absorbs the spheres! + 
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O'er icy seas to bend thy way, 

Where frozen GREENLAND rears its head, 
Where dusky vapours shroud the day, 

And wastes of flaky snow, the stagnate Ocean spread! 
"Twas THINE, amidst the smoke of war, 

To view, unmov'd, grim-fronted DeaTa ; 
Where Fare, enthron'd in sulphur'd Car, 

Shrunk the pale legions with her scorching breath! 
While all around her, bath'd in blood, 

IBzr14a's haughty sons, plung'd lifeless, midst the flood! 


Now on the wings of Meditation borne, 
Let fond REMEMBRANCE turn, and turn to mourn 5 
Slowly, and sad, her pinions sweep 
O'er the rough bosom of the boist'rous deep, 
To that disastrous, fatal coast, 
Where, on the foaming billows tost, 
IMPERIAL CATHERINE's navies rode; 
And War's inviting banners wide, 
Wav'd hostile o'er the glitt'ring tide, 
That with exulting conquest glow'd ! 
For THERE, Oh Sorrow, check the tear! 
THERE, round DEPARTED Valour's bier, 
The sacred DroOPs of KINDRED VIRTUE * shone! 


Captain Darby commanded, at the time of his death, a ship of war in 


the Russian service, and was buried with military honours, univerſally 
lamented, 
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Proup MonumzenTs of WorTH ! whose base 
Fame on her starry hill shall place; 
THERE to endure, admir'd, sublime 
E'en when the mould'ring wing of Time 
Shall scatter to the winds, huge pyramids of stone! 


On! GaLLanT SouL! FARZEWILIL! 
Though doom'd this transient orb to leave, 
Thy DaucnTEr's heart, whose grief no words can tell, 
Shall, in its throbbing centre, bid Taxes live! 
While from its crimson fount shall flow 
The silent tear of ling'ring grief; 
The gem sublime! that scorns relief, 
Nor vaunting shines, with ostentatious woe! 


Though thou art vanish'd from these eyes, 
Still from thy sacred dust shall rise 
A WREATH, that mocks the polish'd grace 
Of sculptor'd bust, or tuneful praise; 
While Fame shall weeping point the place 
Where Valour's dauntless Sox decays ! 
Unseen to cherish Mz m'xzy's source divine, 
On! Parent or my Lies, shall still be mine ! 
And THov shalt, from thy blissful state, 
Awhile avert thy raptur'd gaze, 
To own, that *midst this wild'ring maze, 
The FL AE or FIL1aL Love defies the blast of Fars ! 


TO THE 


MEMORY 


oF 


MY BELOVED BROTHER, 


Who died suddenly at Leghorn, in Tuscany, in the 38th year of his age, 
December 7, 1790. 


| 


IF tis the lot of mortal eye to scan, 

In YouTH's auspicious dawn, the Mind of Max; 

If from the scions shooting round the tree, 

The speculative sense, the fruit may see; 

Then let Experience own the picture true, 

Which, in RIS MORN OF LI, Horz's pencil drew! 
Which promis'd through this toilsome scene to claim 
The wreath of VixTut, Twin'd by Hox EST FauE! 


On! rFonpLY Lov'p! lamented and admir'd | 
Still FEzLING cherishes what Won r R inspir'd ! 
SUPERIOR Wok r EHI] that triumph'd to the last, 
Though Sorrow weeps, to know that triumph past; 
Still Ta urn delights to trace the pensive line 
On Fauz's bright page, in character divine! 
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Round the cold Urn, bedew'd with sacred tears, 
Unfading still, her votive wreath appears; 

THeRE shall the angel Pity spread her wing, 

And THERE the Musk or MELoby shall sing; 
And TRERE the CHERUB CHorx shall list her lays, 
And tune their HAR PS, to iterate his PRAISE. 


On! Consolation sweet! that guides the soul 
On Hopee's fair bosom, to its destin'd goal! 
That points HEREAFTER to the wand'rer's eye, 
While FaiTH looks smiling to the promis'd sky, 
Where VirTue's STAR shall shed its rays sublime, 
When WokLDs shall perish, *midst the Wrecks or Time, 


On! could the feeble pow'rs of Mem'zy paint 
The living MODEL, or the dying Saint ! 

His firm integrity, his feeling breast, 

His ManLY Form, by all the Graces drest! 
The Mus should pour her Pæ ans o'er his tomb, 
And, with her sparkling tears, bid flowrets bloom 
Flows the fairest, freshest of their kind, 
PuRE as his SOUL, and PERFECT as his Mix D! 


When Farz's keen arrow, wing'd with sup force, 
Aim'd at his breast, unconscious of remorse ; 


While round his knees his smiling IxrANTS hung, 


And soothing Love unchain'd each prattling tongue; 


* 
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While the Fair PARTNER of each social hour 
Read in his eyes the triumphs of her power, 
The fond approving glance, the smile serene, 
That mark'd with Joy the dear domesT1c scene! 
Oh, Draral thy mandate had thy VieTin known, 
He would have wept THEIX Lor, and not HIS own w 
The spotless Sour anticipates the sky, 
While only coward baseness FEARS TO DIE, 


| 


FT * — 5 s = 
3 x AR IT IS % 


To SymyaTHyY's unerring feelings true, 
In him the Child of want a PaTronN knew; 
No flatt'rer's praise his modest worth requir'd, 
By all respected, and by all admir'd! 
With meek Py1LanTHROPY, untouch'd by art; 
With nonesT PRIDE, that dignifies the heart; 
With fine affections, warm, yet ever even, 
He form'd on earth a transitory Heav*n ! 
No ostentatious verse the Mus shall give, 
No pompous line to bid his virtues live; 
Superior praise shall decorate is Name; 
For TRV rR, untutor'd, GuiDpES THE HAND of Fu! 
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O THrov | all wonderful, all glorious Pow'r! 
That through the Sour diffusest light sublime, 
And bidst it see th* omnipotence of God ! 

O Stehr! to man the vivifying lamp, 

That, darting through the intellectual maze, 
Givs't to each rising thought the living ray ! 

As the PRoOMETHEAn touch awoke THAT source 
Whose glory warms the PLAN ETART world; 

So THE SUPREME illum'd the visuar ORB, 

To mark his works, and wonder at his pow'r! 


Transcendent gift ! but for thy light divine, 
Oh! what a chaos were the mind of MAN! 
Compos'd of atoms, exquisitely fine, 

Each moving in a dark obstructed sphere, 
Forlorn, and undelighted ! for to him 

Whose eye ne'er drank the widely beaming ray, 
What are the wonders of the starry worlds; 
Creation's fair domain, its gems, its hues, 

And all its bright diversity of charms ? 

What are his faculties, his passions, thoughts ? 
He labours through a wilderness obscure, 
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Each 0THER sense awaken'd ; wanting still 

THAT SENSE DIVINE, Which gives to each its charm ; 
The earth, to mim, a solitary speck, 

For ever mournful, and for ever drear! 


Oblivion horrible ! to know no change ; 
Nor light from darkness! nor the human form, 
The image of perfection infinite! 
To fashion various phantoms of the brain, 
By each amus'd, and yet by each deceiv'd ! 
To roll the aching eye, alas! in vain, 
And still to find a melancholy blank 
Of years, and months, and days, and ling'ring hours, 
All dark alike, eternally obscure ! - 
To such a.wretch ! whose brightest hour of bliss 
Is but the shadow of a waking dream, 
The sleep of DzaTH, with all its start'ling fears, 
Would teem with prospects of ELys1um ! 
For what is sleep, but temporary death ; 
Sealing up all the windows of the soul, 
And binding ev'ry sense in torpid chains? 
Yet, only for a time the spell controuls, 
And soothing visions gild the transient gloom ; 
For every active faculty of mind 
Springs from the numbing apathy of sleep 
With renovated lustre and delight! 
But uE who knows ox unenlighten'd void, 


Ox x dreary night, unbless'd with cheerful dreams, 
D 2 
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Lives in the midst of Death; and, when he sleeps, 


Feeds a perpetual solitude of woe, 


Without one ray to diſſipate its gloom. 


Then what to him avails the varying year, 
The orient morn, or evening's purple shade, 
That robes Creation in a garb of rest? 

Wuar all the beauties of the vast expanse, 

'The tint cerulean, or the vaulted arch 

Of Heav'n's eternal dome! Can Fax cx paint, 
With all the vivid magic of her pow'r, 

The spangling legions of the sphery plains ; 
The gaudy-vested SUmmER's saffron glow, 
When proudly gilded by its parent Sun, 

As through the flaming Heav'ns his dazzling car, 
Burnish'd with sparkling light, sheds liquid gold 
O'er seas ethereal ; while the breezes stay 

To kiss the fainting flow'rs, whose silky heads 
Inclining, fade beneath their with'ring touch? 
Can Faxcy give the rainbow's lustre pure 

To the cold vacuum of the sightless eye ? 
Insensible to colours, space, or form, 

Stumbling and fearful, through a desart shade, 
Max gropes forlorn, and lab'ring like the MoLz 
He feels the vivifying glow divine; 
But, *midst the blaze of radiance infinite, 
An isolated being, wanders still, 

Sad, unillum'd, disconsolate, and lost! 


SIGHT. 


Nor yet alone the misery extreme 
Of the dread gloom opake involves his mind; 
The longing for that $0METHING yet unknown, 
Whose pow'r he feels, diffusing its warm touch 
O'er ev'ry sensate nerve! that Pow's which marks 
The varying seasons in their varying forms, 
That tells him there is YET a sense untry'd, 
Ungratified, yet fraught with heavenly bliss, 
Distracts beyond the certitude of pain, 
Chills the expanding source of mental joy, 
And deadens all the faculties of man ! 


An! woe too exquisite for human thought ! 
Of mortal miseries, the DEAD SU TREUE! 
How can the soul its energies sustain, 
When Reason's crystal gates are clos'd in night, 
And cold Oblivion hovers o'er the mind? 
What are the horrors of the dungeon's gloom, 
The bolts of steel, or the flint-fretted roof, 
The temporary spells, that shut the wretch 
From the bland glories of eſſulgent day ? 
While Hor comes smiling on the wings of Tiue, 
And the small crevice in his loathsome cell, 
That promises a glimm'ring stream of light, 
Bids him look forward to the coming joy! 
What are the self-created, anxious fears, 
That, thronging round the midnight traveller, 
Give to his straining eye, fantastic forms, 
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And fill imagination's boundless scope 

With ſnad'wy hosts, scaring his startled mind; 
While silence, reigns despotic o'er the plain; 
Save where the BIRD or SoL1TUunE salutes 

The melancholy hour, and pours, alone, 

Her love-bewailing song; yet Hoyt beguiles, 
Nor quits him as he strays, 'till the wan Moon, 
Peering in silv'ry panoply of light, 

Sails placidly sublime through the still air, 

And scatters round her, imitative day! 

But the unvarying cloud of deepest night! 

The blank perpetual of the ſightless orb! 

The mournful CH aos of the darken'd brain ! 
No HOPE can animate, no THOUGHT illume; 
ALL is eternal solitude profound, 

A dreadful s HA DE; that mocks each other sense, 


And plunges Reason in its woRsT aBYss! 
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And yet, in such a mind, so whelm'd in gloom, 
The fine affections of the Soul still live! 
The melancholy void is subject still 
To the sweet magic of seraphic sounds; 


The soothing eloquence of sacred song; 
The whisp'ring gale, that mourns declining day; 


Or Philomela's soul-subduing strain, 


That woos lone Echo, from her viewless seat, 
To sail a&rial-thron'd upon the breeze! . 
The lulling murmurs of the wand' ring stream; 
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The ever rippling rill; the cataract fierce ; 

The lowing herds; and the small drowsy tones, 

That, from the insect myriads, hum around; 

The love-taught minstrelsy of plumed throats ; 

The dulcet strains of gentle Consolation ! 

But most of all, to THaT Lov'Dp Voice, whose thrill, 

Rushing impetuous through each throbbing vein, 

Dilates the wond'ring mind, and frees its pow'rs 

From the cold chains of icy apathy, 

To all the vast extremes of bliss and pain ! 

For, to THaT Voice Abok' p, his quiv'ring pulse 

Responsive beats! he marks its ev'ry tone, 

And finds in each a sympathetic balm ! 

Ill-fated wretch ! HE knows not the sweet gente 

That feeds upon the magic of a smile 

That drinks the poison of the murd'rous eye, 

Or rushes, in an extacy of bliss, 

To snatch the living roses from the cheek ! 

He knows not what it is to trace each charm, 

That plays about the symmetry of form, 

And heightens ev'ry timid Slusbing grace, 

More lovely, from the wonder it commands ! 

He never mark'd the soul-expressive tear! 

The undescribable and speaking glance, 

That promises unutterable bliss ! 

Then what to 11M avails the ruby lip, 

Or the rich lustre of the silky waves, 

That half conceal the azure-tinQur'd eye, 
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As golden clouds rush on the morning star, 
And glow, exulting, o'er its milder ray! 


O glorious Sour! sublimest gift of God ! 

Expansive source of intellectual bliss ! 

By thee we climb to Immortality, 

Through all the rugged paths of tedious life ! 

Tay nerve ſhoots forth a light ineffable, 

That marks the fount of Scitxce, and reveals 

The many-winding paths of wisdom's maze ! 

Thou canst within thy narrow vortex grasp 

The outstretch'd Oc EAN, and the LAN DSCAPE wide, 

Diversified with craggy cliffs, whose heads 

Hang fearfully sublime, half veil'd in clouds, 

O'er the low valley's solitary breast! 

*Tis thine, upon the mountain's dizzy edge, 

To ponder on the wonders of the Sky ! 

Or bending o'er the margin, trace below, 

The world of mingling atoms, less'ning still 

As the dread cavity grows more profound ; 

Till woods, and lakes, and scatter'd villages, 

And stately palaces, and lofty spires, 

Fade in the deep impenetrable gloom ! 

Tnou canst avert the storm that gathers round, 

And bids thee seek the hospitable roof 

Where meek PHILANTRHRO x unfolds her store! 
— *T1s THINE to contemplate the gorgeous Sun , 

In all its majesty of living light, 
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Flaming, despotic, o'er unnumber'd WoxLos! 
»Tis THINE to mark the snowy-vested plains, 
That, like the glitt'ring stores of Avarice, 
Dazzle and chill the wretched wand'rer's soul! 
Or *midst the wreck of Nature, still secure, 
Gaze, where the black'ning tempest, bursting round, 
Tears the young branches from the parent trunk, 


And strips the forest of its loftiest pride ! 


And yeT I so wonderfully form'd to meet 
The cutting blast, the winged light'ning's glare, 
The painful radiance of the scorching Sun ; 

To watch the midnight taper's glimm'ring flame 
O'er the long studious page, or pore intent 
Upon the fine-wrought mysteries that lurk 

In art mechanical! to trace the stars 
Through all their devious labyrinths of air ; 
To plunge amidst the foamings of the deep ; 
Or pour the copious torrents from that spring 
By pity cherish'd in the human breast! 

Ver so alive is ev'ry wond” rous part, 

In each complete, in ALL PRE-EMINENT |! 

So exquisitely delicate each nerve, 

So subject to destruction and to pain, 

That the minutest particle of dust, 

Almost invisible to that it meets, 

Obstructs its pow'rs, and o'er the visual ray 


Rolls a huge mass of AcOoNIZINx G SHabe! 
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Such are the horrors, such the pangs acute, 
That shroud the DARK EN'D EYE, whose mortal sense, 
Consign'd to one unbless'd and mournful n ght, 
Can by eTERNAL Dar alone be cur'd ! 
Where the dim shade shall vanish from its beams, 
iq And bathing in a sea of endless light, 
| The renovated Ors, awoke from DRATRH, 
Shall snatch its rays FROM IMMORTALITY ! 
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THE MANIAC. 


Au! waar Ar rhou, whose eye- balls roll 
Like Herald: of the wand' ring soul, 
While down thy cheek the scalding torrents flow ? 
Why does that agonizing shriek 
The mind's unpit ed anguish speak !— 
O tell me, THING FORLORN! and let me share thy woe. 


Why dost thou rend thy matted hair, 
And beat thy burning bosom bare ? 
Why is thy lip so parch'd ? thy groan so deep? 
Why dost thou fly from cheerful light, 
And seek in caverns, mid-day night, 
And cherish thoughts untold, and banish gentle sleep: 


Why dost thou from thy scanty bed 
Tear the rude straw to crown thy head, 
And nod with ghastly smile, and wildly sing ? 
While down thy pale distorted face, 
The crystal drops each other chase, 
As though thy brain were drown'd in ones ETERNAL 
SPRING? 
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Why dost thou climb yon craggy steep, 
That frowns upon the clam'rous deep, 

i And howl, responsive to the waves below ? 

* Or on the margin of the rock, 

þ Thy Sov*re1Gcn Ore exulting mock, 

And waste the freezing night in pacing to and fro ? 


Why dost thou strip the fairest bow'rs, 
0 | To dress thy scowling brow with flow'rs, 
if And fling thy tatter'd garment to the wind ? 
Why madly dart from cave to cave, 
New laugh and sing, then weep and rave, 
And round thy naked limbs fantastic fragments bind ? 


Why dost thou drink the midnight dew, 
Slow trickling from the baneful Yew, 
Stretch'd on a pallet of sepulchral stone; 
While, in her solitary tow'r, 
The Minstrel of the witching hour 
Sits half congeal'd with fear, to hear thy dismal moan ? 


Thy form upon the cold earth cast, 
Now grown familiar with the blast, 
Deſies the biting Fxos r and scorching Sun : 
| ALL Sea50Ns are alike to THEE; 
15 Thy sense, unchain'd by Destiny, 1 
. Resists, with dauntless pride, aLL MiszRIESs BUT ox! 
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Fix not thy steadfast gaze on me, 
SHRUNK ATOM of MoRTaALiTY | | 
Nor freeze my blood with thy distracted groan ; 
Ah! quickly turn those eyes away, 
They fill my soul with dire dismay ! 
For dead and dark they seem, and almost chill'd to SroxE! 


Vet, if thy precious senses stray, 
Where REASOx scorns to lend a ray, 
Or if DES PAIR SUPREME usurps her throne, 
Oh! let me all thy sorrows know; 
With THIN E my mingling tear shall flow, 
And Iwill share thy pangs, and make thy griefs my own. 


Hath Love unlock'd thy feeling breast, 
And stol'n from thence the balm of rest? 
Then far away, on purple pinions borne, 
Left only keen regret behind, 
To tear with poison'd fangs thy mind, 
While barb'rous Mem'zy lives, and bids thee HoPELEss 


MOURN? 


Does Fancy, to thy straining arms, 
Give the false Ny mPH in all her charms, 
And with her airy voice beguile thee 50, 
That Sorrow seems to pass away, 
Till the blithe harbinger of day 
Awakes thee from thy dream, and yields thee back to woe? 
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Say, have the bonds of FRIENDS EHIr fail'd, 
Or jEALous pangs thy mind assail'd; 
While black Ix RAT ITU DE, with ranc'rous tooth, 
Pierc'd the fine fibres of thy heart, 
And fest'ring every sensate part, 
Dim'd with contagious breath, the crimson glow of youth? 


Or has stern Fark, with ruthless hand, 
Dash'd on some wild untrodden strand, 
Thy little Bax, with all thy fortunes fraught ; 
While THov didst watch the stormy night 
Upon some bleak rock's fearful height, 
Till thy hot brain consum'd with desolating Trovucn ? 


An! WRETCH FORLORN, perchance thy breast, 
By the cold fangs of Avarice press'd, 
Grew hard and torpid by her touch profane; 
Till Famixe pinch'd thee to the bone, 
And MENTAL torture MADE thee own 
THAT THING THE MOST ACCURS'D, who drags her 
ENDLESS CHAIN? 


Or say, does flush'd AmB1T10Nn's wing 
Around thy fev*rish temples fling 
Dire incense, smoking from th' ensanguin'd plain, 
That drain'd from bleeding warriors hearts, 
Swift to thy shatter'd sense imparts 
The VicTox's savage joy, that thrills through ev'ry vein ? 
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Does not the murky gloom of night 


Give to thy view some murd”rous SpRIT2, 

Whose Poi1GNnaRD gleams along thy cell forlorn ; 
And when the Sun expands his ray, 
Dost thou not shun the jocund day, 

And mutter curses deep, and hate the ruddy Morn ? 
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And vEr the Morn on rosy wing 
Could once to THEE its raptures bring, 
And Mirth's enliv'ning song delight thine ear! 
While Hor thine eye-lids could unclose, 
From the sweet slumbers of repose, 
To TELL THEE Love's gay throng of tender joys were 
NEAR | 


Or hast thou stung with poignant smart, 
The OrxPHan's and the Wibow's heart, 
And plung'd them in cold PoverTyY's abyss ; 
While Consciznce, like a VuLTvuxe stole, 
To feed upon thy tortur'd soul, 
And tear each BARB'ROUS SENSE from TRANSITORY 


BLISS? 


ner 


Or hast thou seen some gentle Maid, 

By thy deluding voice betray'd, 
Fade like a flow'r, slow with'ring with remorse ? 
And didst thou THEN refuse to save 
Thy Victim from an early grave, 


Till at thy feet she lay, a pale and ghastly Corss ? 


” — 


— 


—— 


S 


— — ©: 
== ... > 


RIES; 
oo — ns 


— 
— 


” —ͤ — —⅛3 IO 
— — — 


32 THE MANIAC. 


= = ——————ů—— 
Ou! TELL uE, tell me all thy pain; 
Pour to mine ear thy frenzied strain, 
And I will share thy pangs, and soothe thy woes! 
Poox Maniac! I will dry thy tears, 
And bathe thy wounds, and calm thy fears, 
And with soft Pir v's balm ENCHANT THEE TO REP0sE, 
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Written in the month of September, 1792. 
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Orrsraixc or Heav's ! from whose bland throne 
Thou bend'st with salutary wing, 

Bearing the olive-branch divine, 

To grace Britannia's lucid zone 

Where in calm majestic pride 

Her conqu'ring Nav1es proudly ride! 

While Ax r and COMMERCE smiling join, 

And to the fav'ring skies exulting Pz ans ring! 


Oh! bend thy flight from pole to pole; 
With balmy pinions swiftly sweep 
O'er the dark and foamy deep, 
Where the warring billows roll ; 
Where, in shad'wy vestments clad, 
Ghastly V1s1oxs, pale and sad, 
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Rising from their prison wave, 
Seem their destiny to brave; 
DesTiny severe and dire, 
That spurn'd each tender hope away, 
Each social gleam of MoRTAL Dar, 
And gave their dauntless souls to War's IxSATIATE Ire! 


Now their dismal chorus sounds 

E'en to earth's remotest bounds ! 
« BEWARE,“ it says, “ mankind beware! 

* Sheath the sword of Death, nor wage 

« War with Heav'n's impending rage ; 
„Nor rouse the furious Fiend, DESPAIR! 

% Already see, by Far E unfurl'd, 

« His poison'd banner shades the world; 

« All around him sad appears, 

« Stain'd with Gore, or drench'd in Teaxs ; 

« Where'er the Moxs TER bends his eye, 

Beneath the fatal glance pEvoTED MILLIONS DIE,” 


O BLEesT HumanirTy ! 'tis thine 

To shed consoling balm divine 

O'er the groaning race beneath; 

And when fell SLAuOHTER lifts her wreath, 
Let the LaureL bough appear, 

Gem'd with PiTy's holy tear; 

Let it moisten every bud, / 
Glowing, hot with human blood ! 
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And when no crimson tint remains, 
When no foul blush its lustre stains, 
Bathe with oblivious balm the dread record, 
Gray'd on the page of Fame by GaLL1a's VENGEFUL 


SWORD! 


Mark, oh! mark the tented PLains, 
Where exulting DiscorD reigns ; 
Flush'd with rage, her panting breast, 
Her eye with ruthless light'nings stor'd, 
She waves her never-failing sword, 
With wreaths of wita'RrinG LAuREIL drest. 
By her side, in proud array 
AMB1T1ON stalks, with restless soul; 
Madd'ning VEenGEeance leads the way; 
Her G1AaNT crest disdains controul ; 
TRIUMPHANTLY she waves her Rox hand, 
While her ED P1x10N sweeps the pESOLATED Land! 


See! beneath her murd'rous wing, 
HowLinG Famine seems to cling ! 
Feeding on the putrid breeze, 


Her wiTHER'D HEART begins to freeze! 
With sullen eye she scowls around, 
O'er the barren hostile ground; 
Where once the golden HazxvesT wav'd ; 
Where the clust'ring VineY ad rose, 
F 2 
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By many a lucid streamlet lav'd, 


Now the rurRPLE TorrEnT flows! 


She marks the change with curses deep, 
While, o'er the scene forlorn, pisTRacTED LEGions 


WEEP! 


Where the tow'ring CiTY stands, 


Oxce a polish'd Nation's pride, 
See stern DzaTH, with rapid stride, 


Leads on his grisly bands ! 


The InraxT's shriek, the $1re's despair, 
Rend the sulphur-stagnant air! 

Nought illumes the direful shade, 

Save the PoiGnarD's glitt'ring blade; 
All along the flinty way, 

See the tepid river stray, 

Foaming, redd'ning as it flows, 


While ev'ry dome resounds wiTH aGcontzinNG Wos! 


Haste, Humanity | prepare 

Chains to quell the fend Desyair ; 
Round pale VENOEAN CE swiftly twine ; 
D1scorD bind in spells divine! 

Now where Faminz droops her head, 
Reason's balmy banquet spread; 
Where the blood-stain'd LAUREL DIES, 


Oh! let the Or ivr bloom, TRE Fav'RITE or THE Sx1Es! 
=== ——— 
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HARP OF LOUISA. 


IF aught could soothe to peace the wounded breast, 
Or round its throbbing pulses twine; 
If aught could charm despair to rest, 
SweeT Hare, the wond'rous pow'r was thine ! 
For, oh! in many a varying strain, 
Thy magic lull'd the direst pain, 
While from each thought to human ill ally'd, 
"Twas THINE to steal the soul, and bid its fears subside! 


O source of joy, for ever flown ! 
While yet the tear bedews my cheek, 
Let the fond Mus thy graces speak, 
Thy thrilling chords, thy silver tone, 
That, as the western breezes sweep, 
Soft murm'ring o'er the troubled deep, 
Could calm Affliction's tempest rude, 
Till ev'ry thought was bliss, and ev'ry pang subdu'd. 
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Now let the Musk a wreath prepare, 
A mournful wreath, alas! to bind 
Thy strings forlorn; 
The PRIMROSE pale, the LiLy fair. 
But where shall I a blossom find 
Like her I mourn ? 
Where seek a Ros E with native colours drest ? 
Ah! beauteous flow'r ! 
No more thy charms confess'd 
Shall with their sweetness decorate my bow'r ; 
For vain 3% emblem is thy glowing pride, 
Since on Lov1sa's cheek the blush of BRAU Tx dy'd. 


Sweet sainted shade! for ever flown 
To worlds unknown, 

Oh, let me decorate thy bier 

With many a spotless flow'r ! 
The CyRESS bath'd with PiTyY's tear 

Shall consecrated incense show'r! 
There shall the budding Laurer bloom, 
The MyrTLE too shall grace thy tomb; 
For Gex1vs own'd thy attributes divine, 
And Beauty, short-liv'd boast, sweet Ma1D, was THIxII 


But who shall of thy gentle manners speak, 
The grac'd complacency that deck'd thy mind ! 


The fine affections, tender, warm, yet meek ; 
Luxuriant taste, with modesty combin'd ! 
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Oh! she was passing Coop, and passing AIR 
Blest with a soul so exquisitely even; 
A gem so polish'd, so supremely rare; 
So free from folly, and so form'd for Heaven! 
Too pure, too excellent for mortal eyes, 
She like a vision shone, then vanish'd to the skies! 


Dear blushing Rose! 
Lost object of our tender woes! 
Three ling'ring days,“ thy leaves to shed, 
The fateful blast howl'd o'er thy drooping head; 
For Tru, reluctant to destroy 
So rich a source of treasur'd joy, 
Fann'd with his wing the tyrant's breath; 
But, ah! how chilling is the frost of Death“ 
Too weak the confli to endure, 
Time saw thee lovely, sweet, and pure, 
In all thy wond'rous charms array'd, 
Shrink from the with'ring storm, and meekly fade ! 


In Nature's variegated bow'r, 
How many pois'nous weeds appear, 
Shedding their desolating pow'r 
On ev'ry gentle blossom near; 


The accomplished young lady who is lamented here, expired December 16, 
1792, aged fifteen years, after three days illness. 
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But oh! how rarely do we find 
Amidst the gay diversity of sweets, 
Where ev'ry charm the fancy greets, 

Such faultless attributes combin'd! 


Sure, NATURE form'd THEE, matchless Mard, to show 


How far her pow'r—her woxDp*'rous pow'R would go! 


When o'er the world black Midnight steals, 
And ev'ry eye in temporary death 
Exhausted Nature kindly seals; | 
When on the confines of the grave no breath 
Assails cold Meditation's ear, 
FrieEnDSHIP shall clasp thy urn, and drop a ſilent tear! 


There Res1GNATI1ON, pensive, sad, 
Shall plant around the buds of spring; 
And Innocence, in snowy vestment clad, 
The dews of Heav'n shall scatter from her wing! 
And there shall weeping virgins throng, 
And there REL1cion's holy song 
In soft vibrations round the shrine shall die, 
To emulate on earth the minstrels of the sky! 


Oft when the rosy beams of day 
Shall on the eastern summit glow, 

PII listen to the LARKk's shrill lay; / 
And as the mellow warblings flow, 
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O HART FoRLoORN ! I'll think of thee, and own 


How poor the matin song, how weak the mimic tone! 


Oft, in slow and mournful measure, 
Melting woe thy chords express'd ; 
Oft to blithe extatic pleasure, 
Thrilling strains awoke the breast; 
If thy gentle mistress smil'd, 
How thy glitt'ring strings would glow! 
While in transports brightly wild, 
Mingling melodies would flow! 


Then, swifter than the wings of thought, 
The song, with heav'nly pity fraught, 
Would die away in magic tone, 
Sweet as the RinG-pove's plaintive moan; 
Soft as the breeze at closing day, 
That sighs to quit the parting ray ; 
Or on ethereal pinions borne, 
Upon the perfum'd breath of morn, 
Sails o'er the mountain's golden crest, 
To fan AuRORA's burning breast! 

Yet, envy'd Hazy! no praise was thine ; 
"Twas by Louis 's pow'r alone, 
Thy meek, melodious, melting tone, 

Could round the captive senses twine 
"Twas ERS, rebellious passions to controul, 


While ev'ry chord bespoke the peerless Minstrel's soul! 


G 
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Yet was the Fame that crown'd thy worth 
The wonder of a transient day ; 

Nor could it snatch from cold decay 
The beauteous hand that gave it birth 
For excellence like hers was lent, not giv'n, 

To shew Mortality a glimpse of Heav'n! 


Sweet blooming flow'r! 
Scarce seen ere lost, 
Nipp'd by a cruel frost! 
Oh! what an Ace of promis'd joy, 
RELENTLESS Darn, didst thou destroy 
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Ix ox E SHORT Hou ! 
But who shall dare repine? 1 
Who blame OMniroTENCE Divine ? : 
The fine ethereal soul 
Sprang from its prison clay, impatient of controul ; 
For this polluted orb too fine, 
It plung'd the gulph of Fate in purer realms to shine! 


8 Fo Ay ares 


For in this stormy world, 
Perchance by many a tempest hurl'd, 
The gentle Sy1R1T had endur'd * 
Ills, that only Death had cur'd ! 
Or liv'd, no ray of bliss to see, 
A Mix of treamre, in a troubled 8E a | 
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Yet Mzu'R Y, watchful of her Fame 
Shall guard it with a sacred zeal ; 
And oft in mournful numbers claim 
The Pao she knew $0 well to feel! 
For sorrow ne'er assail'd her ear 
Unanswer'd by a pitying tear; 
Her bosom glow'd with Virtue's conscious flame; 
And where she could not praise, she scorn d to blame ! 


* 


Oft by the cunning of her skilful hand 
ATTENT1oNn hung enamour'd o'er the strain; 
For well she could the soul command, 
And cheat long-cherish'd Mis' x of its pain, 
Till, by her soothing harmony beguil'd, 
Pale MELANCHOLY rais'd her languid eye, and smil'd ! 
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Lull'd by the sound, 
E'en Mapness could forget to weep, 
And bound in galling chains serenely sleep 
On the bare ground ! 
From the celestial song would Ax ER fly; 
While Envy, sick'ning with despair, 
Though born the keenest pangs to bear, 
Would, with her shaggy locks, o'er-shade her scowl- 
ing eye! 


To tame the savage bosom well she knew ! 


What cannot magic Melody subdue ? 
GS 2 
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While, far from public scenes 
The calm and studious hour 


With all the pride of praise, 
She bloom'd a blushing Ros E, amidst a wreath of Bays! 


On, Hazy rEver'D! if round each silent string 
The deathless wreath of Fame should fondly twine, 
*Tis not for thee th admiring Mus shall sing, 
But for the tuneful Saint who made thy sounds divine 


Then rest, in torpid silence rest; 
Mute be thy chords, and mute the Musz's song; 
Louis joins an heavenly throng, 
And chaunts the Pz ans of the blest ! 
There, far remov'd from uu AN Woe, 
AM1DST THE CHERUB CHOIR HER STRAINS IMMORTAL 
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A FRAGMENT, 


— 


Supposed to be written near the Temple, at Paris, on the night before the 
murder of Louis XVI. 


Now Mibxichr spreads her sable vest 
With starry rays, light-tissu'd o' er; 
Now from the Desart's thistled breast 
The chilling dews begin to soar; 
The Owr shrieks from the tott'ring Tow's, 
Dread watch-bird of the witching hour? 
Spectres, from their charnel cells, 
Cleave the air with hideous yells ! 
Not a cLow-woRM ventures forth 
To gild his little speck of earth! 
In wild despair Creation seems to wait, 
While Hor rok stalks abroad, to deal the shafts of Fare! 


To yonder damp and dreary Cave, 
From black Oz11vion's silent waye, 
Borne on Desolation's wings, 
Darn his poison'd chalice brings! 
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— Wide beneath the turbid sky, 


Fierce RrnELLIOx's banners fly! 
Sweeping to her iron den 
The agonizing hearts of men! 
There, in many a ghastly throng, 
Blood-stain'd Myriads glide along, 
While each above his crest a FauLcn1on rears, 
Imbu'd with TEPID Gore, or drench'd with scar Ding 


Tears! 


Beneath yon Tow'x, (whose grated cell 
Entombs the fairest child of earth, 

| AUGUST, in MISERY, as in BIRTH |) 
. The troops of Panpdimonium dwell ! 
| Night and day the Fiends conspire 

To glut their desolating ire! 

IRE that feeds on human woe; 

That, 5m:ling, deals the murd*rous blow; 

And as the hopeless VicTim dies, 

Fills with shouts the threat'ning skies; 
Nor trembles, lest the vengeful light'ning's glare 
Should blast their recreant arms, and $C4TTER THEM 


To Air! 
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Round the deep entrenchments stand 

Bold AmB1T1on's giant band; . 
Beneath, insidious Malick creeps ; 

And keen REVENOE, that never sleeps; 
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While dark Susp1cion hovers near, 
Stung by the dastard scorpion, FEAR! 
Reas0N, shrinking from her gaze, 
Flies the scene in wild amaze; 
While trembling PIT dies to see 
The barb'rous Sons of Anarcay 


Drench their unnatural hands in regal blood, 
While patriot Virtue sinks beneath the whelming flood ! 


Hark ! the petrifying shriek 

Breaks, from yonder Tus RET bleak ! 
The lofty Tower returns the sound, 
Echoing through its base profound ! 
The rising Moon, with paly light, 
Faintly greets the aching sight 
With many a gliding CRN TIN ET, 
Whose :hadow would his steps repel ! 
Whose soul, convuls'd with conscious woe, 
Pants for the MoxnixG's purple glow; 
The purple glow that cheers his breast, 


And gives his startled Mix DaSsHORT-LIv'Dp Hour or REST! 


But when shall Mon x's effulgent light 
The HaPLEss SUPFERER'S glance invite ? 
When shall the breath of rosy day 
Around the 1x AN Victims play? 
When will the vivifying Oz 

The tears of wivow'd Lovs absorb ? 


_ A FRAGMENT. 
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See ! see] the palpitating breast 
By all the weeping Graces drest, 
Now dumb with grief, now raving wild, 
Bending o'er each with'ring child, 

The ox Lx treasures spar'd by savage ire, 

The fading shadows of their MuRDER'D SIR E! 


4 


The SERAH Hort, with transient light, 
Illumes the dreary shade of night ; 
Suspends awhile the frenzy'd shriek, 
The slow-pac'd tear of Suff*rance meek ; 
But soon the DEMO WRATH appears, 
Who braves the touch of mortal fears! 
| His flaming sword, with hideous glare, 
| Proves the dire signal of Desrain! ! 
Retiring Hor beholds, subdu'd, 
The fatal mandate sign'd with blood, 
W1iTH KINDRED BLooOD! On ! HORRIBLE AND BASE, 
To stigmatize with shame, a LonG, 1LLUSTRIOUS RACE! 
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On, Fax cx! spread thy powerful wing; 
From HEeLL's polluted confines spring! 
Quit, quit the cell where Mapness lies, 
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With wounded breast, and starting eyes! a 
The Rur HL ESS FIEN Ds have done their worst, 
They triumph in the Dzepd ACcUuRs“D! 5 


See, her veil OBt1vion throws 
O'er THE LasT of Human Wos! 
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The Royal SToLE, with many a crimson stain, 
Closes from Every eye the scene of pain, 
While from afar the WAR Sox“ dins the ear, 
And drowns the dying groan, + which AnGeLs wEeP ro 
HEAR! | 


Ca ira. 


+ The last insult offered to the expiring Monarch! 
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INVOCATION, 


— — 
— 


Written on the Recovery of my Daughter from Inoculation, and first 
published with the Signature of 


OBERON. 


| 


L:cary on the breath of Morn, 
See the shades of twilight borne ; | 
See the Sun, in splendour drest, 
Lifting high his flaming crest ! 
EARTH receives him bath'd in tears, 
Sprinkled from the starry spheres, 
When the chilly pale-fac'd Moon, 
Journey'd to her shad*wy noon ! 


— 


Harx ! a plaintive voice I hear, 
Whisp'ring to my pensive ear; 

« Oberon,” it seems to say, 

« Gentle FAIR, haste away; 

« Haste on HeaLTHa's ambrosial wing, 
« Freshest dews of MoRninG bring: 
«« Balmy breezes, such as spread 

« HEBE's cheek with glowing red! 
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« Such as in HERLVETIA's bow'rs 
« Gently fan the AusTRAL show'rs! 


« Swift as THouGnrT, dear Se1R1T, fly, 
* | « Wake to joy my DakrLinG's eye! 
« Now with perfumes bathe her breast; 
«© Now compose her pangs to rest; 
« HasTE, exert thy magic pow'r; 
« Danger lurks in ev'ry hour!“ 


From the TurL1y's ample dome, 
Anxious Mourner—sEE, I come! 
Now behold my filmy vest, 
Gay, with gaudy CowsL1ps drest ! 
SEE, the KinG-cvuep's burnish'd bell, 
Half my dainty brows conceal! 
See, my acorn goblet fill'd 
With drops of ET HER, thrice distill'd ! 
Wings I've stol'n, of rainbow die, 
From the vagrant BuTTexeLy ! 
MyzTLE Leaves my sandals are, 
Ty'd with strings of golden hair! 
Flossy streamers fan the wind, 
From the SILX-woku's web purloin'd ! 
Which the toiling Inszc2 wove 
For the killing eyes of Love! 
For the God, as MorTaLs know, 
Blindly twangs his fatal bow ! 
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INVOCATION. 


While I top the Beacon's head; 
While I skim o'er Oczan's bed, 
Ere the Sun, with burning eye, 
O'er the WELx1N's brow e shall fly; 
Or with fiery pinions sweep 
Proudly down the western steep; 
Or his burnish'd mantle fling 
O'er the dauntless EacLe's wing; 
Ere upon the world below 

EVEN IxNxG's crimson blushes glow; 
Fair Maria's fev'rish lip 

Shall Hy EIA's balsam sip! 


Many a verdant leaf I bear, 
Gifted with perfections rare! 
Stripp'd from roots of wond'rous pow'r, 
When at midnight's silent hour 

On the ZEyaYR's wings I sail, 
Sweeping from the PIMROSE pale 
Dew, that o'er its sickly face 
Sheds a ray of sparkling grace. 


Nor in these ALONE I find 
Charms to heal the wounded mind; 
From the Pop I have ta'en 

Mortal's BaLM, and mortal's BAN E 
Juice, that, creeping through the heart, 
Deadens ev'ry sense of smart; 
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Doom'd to heal, or doom'd to kill; 
Fraught with good, or fraught with ill. 
Tais I stole, when WiIrenkes fell, 
Busy o'er a murd'rous spell, 

On the dark and barren plain, 

Echo'd back the NicnT-owL's strain! 
While the winking stars withdrew, 
Shock'd, their horrid rites to view ! 


See, to crown the precious heap, 

Drops, that modest V1'LETs weep; 
When the rosy-bosom'd Mar 

Rushes forth in colours gay ; 

Scatt'ring from her perfum'd wing, 

All the x1var flow'rs of Spring! 
FLow' s that lift their vaucnTyY heads 
High above their naT1ive beds; 
Shading o'er the icy cheek 

Of the fainting SNow-DRor meek! 


Tust shall sprinkle soothing balm, 
Ev'ry throbbing pulse to calm! 
Round Maz1a's aching head 

Soon the healing drops I'll shed ; 
When they reach her languid eye, 
Soon the rending pang shall fly; 
From her pale and alter'd face, 
HeaLTaH the sickly hue shall chase! 
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INVOCATION. 


HEALTH, that through the bosom flows, 
And bathes the cheek—a Livinc ROSE! 


Nor, e'en THEN, will I depart 
From the gentle maiden's heart ; 
Fondly vigilant, I'll fly 

O'er the earth, or through the sky; 
Still with restlsss pinions sweep 
O'er the terrors of the deep; 

Or with wings of light'ning soar, 
High as HEA v'x's star-spangl'd floor ! 
When the silent Queen of night, 
Deck'd in silv'ry armour bright, 
Seated in her shad*wy chair, 

Sails, despotic, through the air! 

Till the Mo x ARCH of the SKY 

Bids the pALE Us VRT ER fly, 

While the wanton SyrITEs and Fa xs 
Vanish from his potent gaze; 

T1LL, to cheer the sportive strain, 
Witching Nic returns again. 


Yes, where'er the Daus EL strays | 
Through dull life's perplexing maze, 
Watchful Oztron shall be 


GuarDian oF HER DEsTiNnyY ! 
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THE 


CAVERN OF WOE. 


AS Rxasox, fairest daughter of the skies, 
Explor'd the vale, where motal mis'ry lies; 
Led on by FoxT1TuDE, with eye serene, 
She mark'd each object of the varying scene; 
In ev'ry maze of busy LIE she found 
Some hidden s N ARE, some agonizing WOUND ; 
For each her hand display'd a precious balm, 
Whose pow'r divine the tortur'd soul could calm; 
Till mid way, on a rock of dreadful height, 
The Cave of cuRELEss Woe, assail'd her wond'ring sight! 


On the bleak threshold, with'ring, and forlorn, 
Heart-wounded MELAanCcHoLyY sat reclin'd ! 
The rude blast scatter'd her dishevel'd hair; 
Round her cold brow the deadly NIHTSsHADE twin'd ! 
Near, on a craggy point, stood wild Desrair, 
Whose pangs supreme all lesser mis'ries scorn ! 
And as the gaunt tormentor, smiling, view'd 
The pensive child of Sorrow, soul subdu'd ; 
With taunting mien, she beckon'd from below, 


The fierce, relentless Bax Ds, of pesoLaTiNG Woe ! 
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First, swift as light'ning up the flinty steep 
ImPATIENCE flew, barefooted, out of breath; 
Scorning the perils of the dreadful sweep ; 
Heedless of wounding Tnoxxs, and threat'ning Dear! 
Eager to rush the FOREMOST of the train, 
She FEaR'D not danger, and she FELT not pain; 
With longing eye she view'd the tow'ring height; 
From PEAK to PEAK, quick climbing with delight, 
She Pass'D the FaTaL Cave! then turning short, 
Fell headlong from the rock, or tv'xy Fiend The 
SeoRT! | 


Then HorRroR darted forth, in wild amaze ! 
Her hair erect, with pois' nous HRMLOCk bound; 
4 Her straining eye-balls flashing fires around, 
| While Naruxk trembled at her potent gaze! 
IJ - Swift to the dizzy precipice she flew, 
'F As, aiming with impetuous force to throw 
Her giant form amidst the gulph below ! 
When, from an ivy*d nook obscure, pals FEar 
Peep'd forth, slow whisp'ring to her startled ear, 
4 Think not the pow'r of DRArn, Tay mis'ries will 
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1 Then HoxROxR bent her blood-shot eyes below, | 
" Where, by a group of Demons compass'd round, 


Wi Lay Svicips accuRs'D! from many a wound 


On his bare bosom, did life's fountain flow ! 


Arn! 
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Now SHAME, with cheeks by burning blushes fir'd, 
And skulking CowaRDice, in haste retir'd ! 

While Consciznce plac'd beneath his fev'rish head 
A pillow dire, with THoRNs and NETTLEs spread; 
And Guilr, with all the scorP10Ns of her train, 
Ope'd to his fainting eyes ETEXXIT Y or Pain ! 


Then Luxuzy approach'd, on couch of down! 
Drawn by her offspring, FoLLy and Distase, 

Flush'd PLEASURE decking her with RosEaTE crown, 
And bow'd Ozepience, ever prone to please, 

Waiting her nod! languid she seem'd, and pale, 
Restless, and sated with voluptuous fare ; 
Beside her pillow, hung with trappings rare, 

Stood trembling PALs v, ready to assail; 

And writhing Aconr, and slow Decar, 
And hood-wink'd Vice abhor'd, that s4un'Dd THE Eys 

or Dar. 


Next, with a solemn, slow, and feeble pace, 
Came silent PoverTY, in tatter'd vest! 
The frequent tears, that glisten'd on her breast, 

Had fretted channels down her meagre face ! 
A rabble crew of Iopiors, dinn'd her ear; 
While mean ReypRoacH came smiling in the rear. 
With firm, yet modest look, she pass'd along; 
Nor sought relief, nor mark'd the taunting throng ; 
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While her wrung Hear, still scorning to complain, 
Suppress'd the rending groan, and throbb'd wirtu 
PROUD DISDAIN« 


Close at her heels, insidious Envy crept ; 
The Ine, deform'd and horrible in shape, 
Mock'd, when the slow-consuming victim wept, 
Pointing, and grinning, like a wither'd ArE: 
About her throat, the a8y DeTzracTion clung, 
Scatt'ring destructive poisons from her tongue 


| She wav'd a BLAsTED LAUREL o'er her head, 
Stol'n from the sAcRED ASHEs of the DEAD; 
Inly she pin'd ; while in her panting breast, 
Shrunk Icnorxance struck its fangs, to BANISH GENTLS 
REST. 


In a lone corner, almost hid in shade, 
With downcast eye, sat UNREQUITED Love! 
As from their hollow cell the slow tears stray'd, 
A willow garland for his brow he wove 
Low at his feet; bare Mapness laid his head, 
; Rattling his chains, upon his flinty bed ! 
| Rous'd from his stupor, by the clanking sound, 
The pensive youth gaz'd fearfully around; 
And; wond” ring, to behold such mis'ry near, 
Foxcor his mournful wreEaTH, and dropp'd a | 
PITYING TEAR | 7 
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Now, lab'ring up the flinty winding road, 


H Laden with treasure, bending to the ground, 
Appear'd lean Avarice! the pond'rous load 
Seem'd his weak shoulders every step to wound: 
One thread-bare garb hung on his aged form; 
Scant covering from the bleak and wint'ry storm! 
Before him Famine went, a THING DECAY*'D; 
And dark Susp1cion, grasping at a SHADE! 
While Fraud, low crawling, mock'd the reptile's art, 
PiL.ygr'D the scatter'd GOLD, AND WRUNG THE 
MisER's HEART! 


Next came DEce1T, with smooth and fawning tongue, 
Glozing with praises every thing debas'd ; 

To shield her breast, a Aattering mirror hung ; 
A T1INSEL zone shone dazzling round her waist ! 

Her HAND, conceal'd beneath her flimsy vest, 
Clasp'd a keen dagger, ready to destroy; 

Content she szEM'D, though, in her cunning breast, 
Her coward soul shrunk from the touch of joy; 

Her humble voice the list'ning ear beguil'd, 
While, with infernal arT, $HE MuURDER'D, as SHE 

$MIL'D! 


Now, through the cavern rush'd, with iron hand, 
OyPRESSION INSOLENT! his arm he rais'd, 
Waving his spear, with absolute command, 


While every subject FIE ND retir'd, amaz'd ! 
12 
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At awful distance, trembling, prostrate round, 

The sons of pining SLAv' R kiss'd the ground; 
Till darting forward, o'er the abject crowd, 
With voice exulting, menacing, and loud, 

InsaTIATE VENGEANCE snatch'd the uprais'd lance, 
While bold OyerEssIioNn's ARM, FELL NERVELESS AT 


HIS GLANCE! 


Next, Px1Dt came forward, gorgeouſly array'd ; 

His brow a starry wreath of 6zms compress'd ; 

In his right hand a sceyTRE he display'd ; 

A robe of costly ERMuINx E wrapp'd his breast! 
Enthron'd, sublime, above the wond' ring race, 
Immortal beauties seem'd to deck his face! 

His eye aſſum'd pre- eminence of sway ; 
He reign'd the 61LDEeD IDoL of the day; 
Till DeaTH, Is dread supremacy to show, 
Struck at the vaunting wretch, Ax Dp LAID HIS SCEPTRE 
Low. 


Now, rattl'ing o'er the teeming plains afar, 
Came glitt'ring WAL TR, in his resplendent car! 
His rapid course swift-footed Tor L pursu'd, 

With sinewy limbs, and brown sun-freckled breast: 
The lord of luxury his vaſſal view'd, 

And smiling, lifted high his haughty crest ! , 
But, when neglected Toi at length retir'd, 
The short-liv'd glories of his brow expir'd ; 


Il 
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Around, his eager eyes he roll'd in vain; 


INGRATITUDE appear'd, AND CLAIM'D HER TURN TO 
REIGN! 


At her approach, the FaTAL cavern rung; 
Loud shouts of horror rent the vaulted stone! 
All LESsER Fienvs their heads in sorrow hung; 
OMNIPOTENT IN ILL, SHE grasp'd th' INTERNAL 
THRONE | 
Then Reason mark'd her blest assoctaTE fly; 
And, shudd'ring at the sCEnNe, RESOUGHT HER NATIVE 
Scy! 


CEE 


STANZAS. 


Written after ſucceſſive Nights of MZLANCHOLY DREAM. 


YE airy PHAnTOMs, by whose pow'r 
Night's curtains spread a deeper shade; 
Who, prowling in the murky hour, 
The weary sense with spells invade ; 
Why round the fibres of my brain, 
Such desolating miseries fling, 
And, with new scenes of mental pain, 
Chase from my languid eye, sleep's balm-dispensing 
wing ? 


Ah! why, when o'er the darken'd globe 
All NaTuRe's children sink to rest 
Why, wrapp'd in horrors ghastly robe, 
With shad'wy hand assail my breast? 
Why conjure up a tribe forlorn, 
To menace, where I bend my way ? 
Why round my pillow plant the thorn, 
Or fix the Dzmons dire, in terrible array ? 


BY 
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Why, when the busy day is o'er— 
A day, perhaps, of tender thought— 
Why bid my eager gaze explore 
New prospects, with new anguish fraught ? 
Why bid my madd'ning sense descry 
The Form, in silence I adore ! 
His magic smile! his murd'rous eye! 
Then bid me wake to prove, the fond illusion o'er ! 


When, fev'rish with the throbs of pain, 
And bath'd with many a trickling tear, : 
I close my cheated eyes again, 
DesPearr's wild bands are hov'ing near; 
Now borne upon the yelling blast, 
O'er craggy Peaks I bend my flight; 
Now, on the yawning OcEgan cast, 
| plunge unfathom'd depths, amid the shades of night ! 


Or, borne upon the billow's Ire, 
O'er the vast waste of water's drear, 
Where shipwreck'd Maxx EAS expire, 
No friend their dying plaints to hear, 
I view far off the craggy cliff, 
Whose white top mingles with the skies; 
While, at its base, the shatter'd Scipr, 
Wash'd by the foaming wave, in many a fragment lies. 
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Oft, when the Moxntrnc's gaudy beams 

My lattice gild with sparkling light, 
O'erwhelm'd with agonizing dreams, 

And bound in spells of FAN ED Nicar, 
I start, convulsive, wild, distraught ! 

By some pale Muap'xER's poignard press'd, 
Or by the grinning Px anTom caught, 


Wake from the madd'ning grasp with horror-freezing 


breast! 


Then, down my cold and pallid cheek, 
The mingling tears of joy and grief, 
The soul's tumultuous feelings speak, 
And yield the struggling heart relief; 
I smile to x xow the danger As T! 
But soon the radiant moment flies; 
SOON is the transient Day o'ercast, | 
And hope steels trembling from my languid eyes! 


If nus, for MomenTs of repose, 
Whole Hovurs of mis'ry I must know; 
If, when each sunny day shall close, 
I must each gleam of Peace forego ! 
If, for one LITTLE Morn of MirxTH, 
This breast must feel long nights of pain ; 
On! Live, thy joys are nothing worth ; 
Then let me sink to rest—anD NEVER WAKE AGAIN! 
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'T HE chilling gale, that nipp'd the ask, 
Now murmuring ſinks to soft repose ; 
The shadowy vapours sail away, 

Upon the silv'ry floods of day; 


HEeaLTH breathes on every face I see; 


But, ah! she breathes no more on uE! 


The Butterfly, with rainbow wing, 
Flits round the blushing front of Spring; 


And if a gloomy hour appears, 
Fans her warm breast, and sips her tears. 


Love wakes the feather'd choir to glee ; 


But, ah! they wake no more for uE! 


The jes'mine wafts its perfume meek, 
To kiss the rose's glowing cheek ; 
Pale twilight sheds her vagrant show'rs 


To wake AvroRa's infant flow'rs ; 


May smiles, their native charms to see; 
But, ah! she smiles no more on uE! 
x 
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The SE a-Bor, by the tempest's roar, 
Dash'd on some rude and rocky shore, 
Sees Hoye, amidst the furious foam, 
That points towards his distant home! 
But I, alas! shall never see 

Horzk's radiant beam reflect on E! 


E'en ZemBLa's freezing sons, forlorn, 
Await their long- expected morn ; 

Swift to their icy cliffs they run, 

To greet, at length, the tardy Sun ! 
But dark despair shall never see 

The dawn of comfort shine on ME ! 


Then, far I'll wander, where no ray 

Breaks through the gloom of doubtful day; 
There will I court the midnight hour, 

The ling*ring dawn, the wint'ry show'r; 
For cold and comfortless shall be 

Each future scene ordain'd for mz ! 
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cc JULIA, by every Musz below'd and blest, 

& By every glowing grace that lifts that breast! 

& By passion's vou, that fires the piercing eye, 

« By RAPTURE'S energy, by piTY's Sigh, 

« T charge thee, stoop not, een in anger just, 

& To paint the pois'nous ASPIC of the dust. 

JULIUS« 


ORACLE)y 
October 7, 1791, 


— — 
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JULIUS, 


THe dskuy veil of NicuT was thrown 
O'er the flush'd forehead of the WesrT, 
When thy soft #are*s melodious tone 
Rous'd the faint tenant of my breast ; 
A glow of joy my cheek o'erspread ; 
The classic page I scarce could see, 
For Px1DE my raptur'd Fancy led 
To learn the lesson taught by thee, 


Yes, Julius, when the pensive breast, 
Sick of LI E's gaudy fev'rish dream, 
Courts the cool hour of MENTAL rest, 
And owns YouTH's season but a dream! 
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SwEET is the gale that wafts the sound 
That bids corroding anguish flee; 
And x1nD the voice of truth profound; 

And BLEsT the Mus that sings like thee, 


- 


But what avails the dulcet tone, 

The lesson WIspou's voice can preach ? 
Can Reason calm Affliction's groan ; 

Or Max1ms, patient suff rance teach? 
Know, lib'ral BAR D, the vuLGar throng 

Who point the ranc'rous shaft at me, 
Feel not the thrills of sacrED $o0NG, 

Nor heed the precepts taught by TEE! 


Yet, in my bosom's ruby cell, 
Thy yH1LosoPHIc lore ſhall live! 
For who can sooth the mind so well, 
With all the graceful Mus can give? 
And when the dart pale Envy wings, 
With recreant mischief aims at uE; 
I'll turn, where polish'd Julius sings, 
And mock the power of Deſtiny! 


And when weak SLaxnDer's subtle art 
Spits poison o'er the venal page ; 

With the proud LYRE I'll shield my heart, 
And, smiling, mock the feeble rage! - 


— —ͤ ́ü— 


TO FULIUS. 


A —_ _— 
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So when the venom'd SID ER stings, 
Whose wound no mortal can endure; 
Let the rapt MINSTREL sweep the strings, 

And heav'nly Music yield a cure !* 


* 
* The sting of the TARANTVILA is said to be cured by music. 
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Bovnxvixc BILLow, cease thy motion; 
Bear me not so swiftly o'er ! 

Cease thy roaring, foamy Ocr an ! 

I will tempt thy rage no more. 


An! within my bosom beating, 
Varying passions wildly reign ! 

Love, with proud REszNTMENT meeting; 
Throbs by turns, of joy and pain! 


Joy, that far from foes I wander, 
Where their ArxTs can reach no more; 
Pain, that woman's heart grows fonder, 
When the dream of bliss is o'er ! 


Love, by fickle fancy banish'd, 
Spurn'd by Hoes, indignant flies! 
Yet, when love and hope are vanish'd, 

Restless Mxu'xx never dies! 


Written between Dover and Calais, in July, 1792. 
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Far I go! where Fare shall lead me, 
Far across the troubled deep! 
Where no stranger's ear shall heed me 
Where no eye for uk shall weep. 


PrxovD has been my fatal passion! 
ProuD my injur'd heart shall be! 
While each thought and inclination 
Proves that heart was form'd for THERE! 


Not ox E S10 shall tell my story; 
Not oxe Tear my cheek shall stain ! 
SILENT grief shall be my glory; 
GRIEF that stoops not to COMPLAIN | 


Let the bosom, prone to ranging, 
Still, by ranging, seek a cure! 

Mine disdains the thought of changing, 
Proudly destin'd to EN DURE! 


Yet ere far from all I treasur'd, 
*###*####*#* ! gre I bid adieu, 

Ere my days of pain are measur'd 
Take the song that's sT1LL thy due! 


Ver believe, no servile passions 
Seek to charm thy wand'ring mind; 
Well I know thy inclinations, 
Wav'ring as the passing wind! 


ö 
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I have lov'd thee ! pearLY lov'd thee! 
Through an age of worldly woe! 
How ungrateful I have prov'd thee, 
Let my mournful exile show ! 


— 
— 


Tex long years of anxious sorrow, 
Hour by hour, I counted o'er ; 

Looking forward 'till to morrow, 
Every day I lov'd thee more! 


Pow'Rx and SPLENDOUR could not charm me; 
I no joy in WEALTH could see; 
Nor could threats or fears alarm me— 


Save THE FEAR of losing THEE ! 


When the storms of fortune press'd thee, 
I have sigh'd to hear hee sigh ! 

Or when sorrows dire distress'd thee, 
I have bid those sorrows fly ! 


Often hast thou smiling told me, 
_ WeaLrTh and Pow's were trifling things, 
While Love, smiling to behold me, 

Mock'd cold Time's destructive wings. 


When with THEE, what ills could harm me? 
Thou couldst every pang assuage |! 

Now, ALAs! what Hor shall charm me? 
Every moment seems an age! 
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FaRE THEE WELL, ungrateful Rover! 
Welcome GaLL1a's hostile shore; | 
Now, the breezes waft me over ; 


Now we part—TO MEET NO MoReE |! 


— ö— — 
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HIM WHO SAID, WHAT IS LOVE?” 


— — — ————— 


"* SAY, what is Love?” I heard the sound 
Steal softly on the western gale ; 

While flutt'ring Zeyayrs, whisp'ring round, 
Bore to mine ear thy gentle tale. 


Dosr TROU NOT KNOW Ah! minstrel sweet, 
I'll tell thee—Love is but a dream; 

A glitt'ring HAN TOMu, form'd to cheat, 
The xa1nBow of YouTH's sunny beam. 


On air-built throne the mischief dwells, , 
Bright to the fascinatidg view ; Fare 7® 
Serene amidst tempestuous spells, 
Disguis'd in tints of heav*nly hue ! 


We gaze, we wonder at his charms ; 
So passing fair the Boy appears; 

His sighs the fiercest rage disarms, 
While cold indiff” rence melts in tears. 


| 
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So humble seems the weeping Child, 
That Pity joys to see him hlest ; 

While Pass10N hastes with transport wild, 
And clasps him to her burning breast. 


And if the cunning Uxc HIN smiles, 
The light-wing'd Pleasures flutt*ring nigh, 
Midst glowing blisses, sportive wiles, 
Snatch rapture from his laughing eye. 


For he can laugh, and sigh, and weep, 
Now frown severe, THEN smile again; 
And he can bid dull sorrow sleep, 
Or dash the cup of joy with pain. 


And he can cheer the throbbing breast, 

While Hors's bright flame illumes his eye; 
Can point the distant yzav*n of rest, 

Tux bid the flatt'ring viſion fly! 


He can bid Po VER T's sad child 
Repase upon his downy wing; 

Can lull to peace Distraction wild, 
And heal pale Misery's sharpest sting! 


But when, capricious, false, and vain, 
The TYranT $hews his boasted pow'r, 
The sensate bosom throbs with pain, 


And cares the vital throne devour. 
L 2 


76 


CC ⅛¾ i —— 


STANZAS, Ce. 


Ah! THEN HE TRIUMPHS—then he turns 
From Horz's fond gaze, indignant, cold; 

From his proud heart the wretch he spurns, 
And smiles, his vicriu to behold, 


Ah! THEN, he drinks the bitter tear, 
And mocks the soul-departing sigh ; 
While his dread minion, jEaLous FEAR, 
Proclaims, that dark DES AIR is nigh ! 


Unmov'd, he sees the languid look, 
The H EEE slow-fading to decay, 

The BREAST by every hope forsook, 
The mind to with'ring grief a prey! 


He sees the wreath of GENIUs fade, 
Blasted by pale oblivious breath, 


As slow she seeks the fatal shade, 
Where Mapxess points the cave of DRATRH! 


If o'er some tow' ring Rock he bends, 

And shrunk with anguish, weeps and raves; 
If black Desyair his bosom rends, 

While from the steep the storm he braves; 


Or, on the margin wild, forlorn, 
He meditates perpetual sleep; 

Or on the ruthless whirlwinds borne, a 
Hangs trembling o'er the howling deep: 
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If to the Moon he tells his woes, 


When midnight guides her sable rein; 
Or shrieks with fierce convulſive throes, 
Till frenzy grasps his burning brain; 


Or if, in rosy GRACEs drest, 
He lures thee to his fatal bow'r, 
And tells Tate, he will make rHEE blest 


With proud delight's extatic pow'r; 


Ah! heed him not, THou MixsTREL sweeT! 
The tempter courts but to abuse: 

From the fell TRaiTOR turn thy feet, 
And live—a fav'rite of THE Muss! 
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LOVE. 


TELL not me of s1IV'aX sands, 
Rocks of cox AL, caves of coLD; 

Love my votive song demands, 
Love can brighter themes unfold. 


Rove amidst GoLconDa's mines; 
Lave thy form *midst pearly seas ; 
While Love's spell around me twines, 

I can scorn such joys as these 


Go, where CITROx groves entwine, 
Where gigantic AL os bloom; 

Love can form his myrtled shryne, x 
Midst the rugged desart's gloom. 
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Go, where ausTRAL skies invite 
Perfum'd gales from roseate bow' rs, 

While, amidst the sultry night, 
Round thee balmy Erxtr show'rs. 


Go, where drops the tepid Vine, 
Where the honey'd HyBLa glows; 

Let their sweetest gifts combine; 
Love has swWE ETER gifts than those. 


Go, where clouds of orient gold 
Gently sail o'er amber floods; 

Go, where musky flow'rs unfold, 
Shedding odours from their buds. 


Go, where Moxx, in rosy vest, 
Shakes her golden tresses bright ; 

Go, where Eveninc's glowing vest 
Clothes the plain in purple light. 


Still will sick'ning Fax cx die, 
Sated with their gaudy hues ; 

So the trav'ller's aching eye, 
Day's effulgent lustre views. 


Come, then, Love, delicious Bor ! 
Come, in all thy charms array'd ; 


Thine alone is real joy; 
All the rest, a glit'ring shade. 
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I with THEE will climb the steep 
Where the brawling torrents flow, 
Rushing with impetuous sweep, 
To the quiv'ring lake below. 


| 


I, with thee, will wander far, 
Where the rippling river strays, 

While the twinkling evening star 
Shoots around its feeble rays ; 


Til! the pallid Qu kEN or Nicnr, 
Rising, lifts her ſilver wreath, 
Spreading soft and trembling light 
O'er the silent world beneath. 


Then, I'll lead thee to my home, 
Blest retreat of mental joys, 

Far from FoLLy's splendid dome, 
Far from Fas Hiox's trivial toys. 


Then, I'll court thee to repose, 
On my mossy pillow rude, 

Where false friends, and envious foes, 
Dare not break our s0LITUDE. 


Come then, Love, delicious Boy ! 
Come, in all thy charms array'd ; 
Thine alone is real joy; 


All the rest, a glitt'ring shade. 
— —————— 
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Hirns, Gov of pleaſing pain, 
HiTHER bring my wand'ring SwaiN 3 
See, my Bow's is hung with roses, 

On my couch ConTenT reposes ; 

See fond Hope, her blush concealing, 
O'er the ivy'd threshold stealing; 
While to meet her, BI ISS ad vances— 
Mark their soft extatic glances ! 

Here shall MizTH his revels keep, 
While dull CARE retires, to weep. 


Now the MyYzTLE wreaths divine 
Round my auburn tresses twine ; 
See, my white transparent vest 
Scarce confines my beating breast ; 
Hark! the LyRE's melodious measure 
Wakes the vapid ſoul to pleasure; 
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Light-heel'd Graces, tripping round, 

Scarcely print the velvet ground: 

Trux arrests his busy wing, 

And wantons in the sportive ring; 

See! his ScYTHE he throws away, 

And scorns to stint the rapt'rous day! 

See, advancing full of glee, 

Laughing HeaLTH, and JoLLiTy ! 

Dapper Fairies, skipping, strew 

Fragrant buds, begem'd with dew ! 

See, the rosy God of wine, 

Crown'd with clust'ring boughs of vine, 

Sportive, mirth-inspiring guest, 

TEMP'RANCE leads, to grace the fe ast! 


See the tuneful Nine advance; 
And VaLovus, with his LaurEL'D Lancs; 
And Srokr, with glowing cheek of fire; 
And bright-ey'd Txur n, and young Des1re ; 
While in their train, with modest mien, 
Divine PHILANTHROPY is seen! 
And gentle FxIEXDsHIr wand'ring nigh, 
And SYMPATHY, with tearful eye; 
While godlike Gzx1vs, Heav'n's best boast, 
Sheds radiance o'er the glitt'ring Host! 


Cour, THEN, God of pleaſing pain, 
Come, THEN, with my wand'ring swain 
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Sek, my Bow'nx drops tepid wine, 
Canopy'd with twisted vine! 

See, in every CIT RON grove 

Luscious fruits, to feast my love : 
Bring him quickly, paxLING Bor! 
Touch his heart with conscious joy : 
If he pines with jealous fears, 

With thy BREATRH disperse his tears; 
If he sighs repentant, say, 

Love shall waft those sighs away! 


ZEePaYR, whose enamel'd wing 
Fans the perfum'd breast of Spring, 
Ess EN CE on my pillow throws, 
Pilfer'd from the musky ross ; 
Pillow! thou shalt ne'er be press'd, 
Till my vagrant Lovs shall rest 


Say, thou rosy Urcnin, say, 
Is not LIE a fleeting day? 
Mok x, a scene of childish FoLLY ; 
EveninG, COLD and MELANCHOLY ? 
Let us revel while *tis Noon; 
Sombre Nic Hr will shroud us soon. 


See the star of TWILIGHT peep 
O'er yon MounTain's dusky steep; 
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No, he comes! I own thy skill! 


CT TT e— 
Round thy brow thy r1LLET bind: 


Love that RovzEs, 1s EVER BLIND! 


SorT, perhaps, the TRUanT Swain 
Sighs, some other Nymph to gain— 
Gentle Uzcnin, if 'tis so, 

Let the silly wand'rer go. 


Now, let Fa TE DO WRHAT SHE WILL! 
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« wil instruc my SoxROWs to be rob.“ 
| SHAKESPEAR» 
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T16 PAST! and now, remorseless Fa rz, 
Tay Vicriu braves thy piREsT HATE; 
My mind resists thy poison'd dart, 

And conscious Px IDE sustains my heart: 
Behold my placid smiles disclose, 

THE PAN is PAST, that szAL'D my woes |! 


Since now, no more to grief a prey, 
My tranquil hours shall glide away; 
Since Rzason from my sated brain 
Tears the DARK RECORDS of PAST pain; 
Since warring passions sink to rest, 
And fierce resentment leaves my breast; 
Since from the wreath fond Fancy made, 
Hope's transient flow'rs FoR EVER fade; 
One yROUD INDIGNANT TEAR shall prove 


The signal or EXPIRING LOVE. 
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Sweet offspring of long cherish'd woe, 
No moRE thy glittering fount shall flow; 
But trembling in its azure cell, 
Conceal'd in nA uo HTY SILENCE dwell ; 
Or if, perchance, one drop should steal, 
The mind's wEAK RE COR Ds to reveal, 
On my cold bosom shalt thou shine, 

A peerless 6EM—on Feeling's shrine ! 


Now if remorse can touch thy heart, 
Or gracious deeds one joy impart ; 
If Memory VvVAINLY turns, at last, 
To all my fond affection past, 
Which shar'd each pang that wrung thy breast, 
And sooth'd thy wounded mind to rest; 
When soft-ey'd ConsTancy entwin'd 
A FEATH*RY CHAIN, thy heart to bind; 
And with responsive sighs dispell'd 
Each wayward passion that rebell'd; 
Calming with FRIENDS HIr's dulcet sounds 
The anguish of dark Farsznood's wounds; 
When FRIENDS were cold—and Foks severe, 
And smiling Ex vx stung thine ear; 
Wo, with sage counsel, bade thee know 
The specious garb that veil'd the foe ? 
And turning from Tay breast nis wound, 
Saw, in strong pells, the mischief bound ? 


Ti ny . na, 87 


— — — — ——  —  —  — — — —  — 


When FoxTune, smiling on my lot, 

Illum'd with joy my FavouRr'D cot; 

When sportive Lovs a wreath entwin'd, 

The graces of my breast to bind ; 

When YouTH rush'd forward to bestow 

On my ripe lip, the Ruzy's glow ; 

When HEALTH spread RayTure o'er my cheek, 
That bade the BLUSHING ROSES SPEAK, 

And gave my eye the spark divine 

SAY, WERE NOT ALL THESE TREASURES THINE? 


When lust*rous summer deck'd my bow'rs, 
And hung my couch with rarest flow'rs ; 
When plenty crown'd my little board, 

With all anvundanT NaTUkE stor'd; 

When social MirTH's enliv'ning stra in 

Mock'd the dull groan of worldly pain; 

When e'en PyiLosoPHY confess'd 

That Love's pure flame couLD warm the breast; 
When Wis pon listen'd as I sung, 

To catch nEw PRECEPTS from MY tongue j— 
Sar, did such trivial flatteries move 

The heart enslav'd by THEE and Love ? 


"Tis PasT! now Reason's sober light 
Steals through the gloom of uEN TAL NIGHT | 
Since Love's fond tale can CHEAT NO MORE, 
And e'en rALsR HoePe's bright dream 1s o'er ; 
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Couk, GENTLE PEACE, these eye- lids close, 
On some blest pallet of repose; 
| And thou, Dear Musk, in pity give 
One WRrearn, to bid my Memory live; 
Then will I smile at envious FaTe's decree, 
Forget MY WOES, MYSELF, THE WORLD, AND THEE, 


— — — —_—— 
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HER PRISON OF THE TEMPLE, 


CEE 
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Wu on my bosom Eveninc's ruby light 
Through my THRICE-ORATED window warmly glows, 
Why does the cheerful ray offend my sight, 
And with its lustre mock my weary woes ? 
Alas! because on my sad breast appears 
A dreadful record -W RITTEN WITH MY Teas ! 


When awful MiDnicHrT, with her Ezoxn wand, 
Charms Nature's poorest, meanest child to peace, 
Why cannot I, one little hour command, 
When gentle sleep may bid my anguish cease ? 
Alas! because, where'er I lay my head, 
A dreary couch I find, wiTH MANY, A THORN O'ERSPREAD. 
N 
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When the Sun, rising in the Eastern skies, 
Awakes the feather'd race to songs divine, 
Why does remembrance picture to these eyes 
The jocund Moxn or Lips, that once was mine ? 
Alas! because, in sorrow doom'd to mourn, 
I ne'er shall see THAT BLIssFUL Morn RETURN! 


When I behold my darling IxranTts sleep, 

Fair spotless blossoms, deck'd in op'ning charms, 
Why do I start aghast, and wildly weep, 

And madly snatch them to my eager arms ? 
Ah me! because my sense, o'erwhelm'd with dread, 
Views the sweet CHERUBS ON THEIR FUNERAL BID! 


Why, when they ope their eyes to gaze on ux, 
And fondly press me in their dear embrace, 

Hang on my neck, or clasp my trembling knee, 
Why do MaTERNAL SokROWSs drench my face ? 

Alas ! because inhuman hands unite, 

To tear from my fond soul rTs LAS DeLicur ! 


On, FELL BarBaRriTyY | yet spare awhile 
The sacred treasures of my throbbing breast; 
Oh, spare their infant hearts, untouch'd by guile, 
And let a wipow'D Mor RHER's darlings rest! 
Though you have struck your faulchions at the Roo r, 
Oh! give the tender BRAX HES TIME ro SHOOT | 
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The lightning, by the angry tempest cast, 
Strikes at the lofty PI NE, and lays it low; 
While the small FLowrerT 'scapes the deadly blast, 
Awhile its od'rous breath around to throw! 
Then let distracted GaLLIA's LIIIESs bloom, 
Though but to deck with sweets a Dx Ons GLoow! 


O my poor Innocents |! all bath'd in tears, 
Like with'ring FLowRETs, wash'd with CHILLING dew ! 
SLEEP ON ! nor heed a frantic mother's fears; 
The savace TIOERS will not injure vou! 
Your HAKMLEsSs bosoms not a Ck1me can know, 
Scarce born to GREATNESS—ERE CONSIGN?'D To Woe! 


When left forlorn, dejected, and alone, 
Imperfe& sounds my pensive soul annoy ; 
I hear in every distant mingling tone, 
The merry BeLLs—the boist'rous Sox Gs of Joy ! 
Ah! then I contemplate my loathsome CELL, 
Where MEAGRE GRIET and SCOWLING HoRROR DWELL |! 


The RABBTE's din—the Tocsix's fateful sound 
The Cannon thund'ring through the vaulted sky 
The curling smoke, in columns rising round, 
Which from my Iron LaTT1ce I descry, 
Rouse my LETHARGIC MIND! Ishriek in vain; 


My TYzanT JaiLok only mocks my pain! 
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Yet bear thy woes, my Sour, with proud disdain; 
Meet the keen lance of PrAaTrH with stedfast eye: 
Think on the 6Lortous Tips that fills each Vern, 
And throbbing bids mz tremble not, To IE! 
Ver, shall I from my FRIENDLESS CHILDREN part? 
On! all the MoTazr rRuUsHEs TO MY HEART! 


Where'er I turn, a thousand ills appear : 
Arm'd at all points, in terrible array, 

PaLE, nooD-wink'D MuRDER, ever lurking near, 
And coward CRUELTY, that shuns the Dar ! 
See! see! they pierce, with many a recreant sword, 

The mangled bosom or My BLEEDING LORD! 


On, DdREADFUL THouGcnHT! On, AconyY SUPREME! 
When will the sanguinary scene be o'er ? 

When will my Sour, in sweet OBLivion's dream, 
Fade from this OrB, to some more peaceful shore? 

When will the CMERVUB Pity break the snare, 

And snatch One VicTrim from the LAST Despair! 


— — —ͤ̃ —uƷ 


— — 
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« Of all affliction taught a Love yet, 
« Tis ure the bardest science to For GET l“ 


Porz. 
— 
ANSELMO, 
THE 
HERMIT OF THE ALPS. 
— — 


Ware, mingling with Her veT1a's skies, 
The snow-clad MounTains glitt'ring rise; 
Far from the din of busy life, 

From specious Fx Aub, and envious STRIFE 3 
From trivial Joys, and empty Show, 

And all the taunting tribes of Was ; 

Deep, in a FoxesT's silent shade, 

For noLY MEpiTATion made, 

AxsELuo liv'd ! his humble shed „ 
Rear'd, midst the gloom, its rushy head; 
Full many a FLow's, of loveliest hue, 
Around his mossy threshold grew ! 
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His little VIV RYARD food supply'd; 
His healthful cup, the rippling tide ; 
The Woo, his tranquil Bow's of noon ; 
His midnight Lame, the silv'ry Moon ; 
His s1MPLE GARB, and moDEsT Mien, 
The EmBLEms of the Sou! within, 


; Lost to the WokLD ; by all forgot; 
No envious FIEN D assail'd his cot; 
His MAT1N pray'r, his Ev*NING song, 
Proclaim'd a consC1iENCE void of wrong; 
While, with a pure and feeling mind, 
He wept the woes of Human Kino. 
| For when the young AxsELMoO try'd 
f The paths of luxury and pride, 
He found, in every gaudy scene, 
Light Vanity, with wanton mien; 
And base SeLr-InTEREsT, grov'ling guest; 
And Envy, with deep-wounded breast; 
And pow'r that spurn'd the hapless race; 


a And SyLENnDouR, gilding o'er Dis o RACE; 
. And bold Or RESSIOx's pond'rous chain, 
; To load the groaning Soxs or Pain ! 


AnsELMO's heart, with VIX TE stor'd, 
Ditgusted, every path explor'd; 

For still, in each a THORN he found, 
Whose hidden point was sure to wound; 
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FRIENDS, murd' ring with a specious smile! 
And x1nDRED bosoms, fraught with guile |! 
And reptiles, who, in baseness bold, 
Unblushing, barter'd Love for GoLp ! 


Brrsr might have been his lot obscure ! 
What cannot yaTIExT WorTH endure? 
Bur an ! within his feeling heart, 
Long-cherish'd Pass rox fix'd its dart; 
And braving Re ason's pow'rful aid, 

Had bid his cheeks bright crimson fade. 
With every MENTAL joy at strife, 

Its Porsons dash'd the SwEETs of life; 
Brought Dis cox TEN, and all her train, 
To wring his soul with ceaseless pain; 
Each morn, with clouds, to cross his way; 
To haunt his path at sinking day; 

And when his midnight couch he press'd, 
With weedy mischiefs sting his breast! 


Despairing, lost, perplex'd to find 

No balm to heal his tortur'd Mix p; 

At early dawn, at twilight's close, 

Still, wounding Tnovor deny'd repose j 
In vain, to quit the Maip apoR*D, 

The HerxmiT, SoLiTUDE explor'd ! 

For, e'en amidst the glooms around, 

Her peerless Beauty still he found; 
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In every Ros x, her blushing CHEEK 
Seem'd with resistless grace to speak 

. The LiLy fair, in perfumes drest, 

Pourtray'd her spotless, fragrant BxeasT ; 

The stream reflecting back the sky, 

Brought to his mind her azure eye 

The Sun, in amber lustre roll'd, 

Glow'd, like her locks of silky gold ; 

The lonely TuzTLE's plaintive moan 

Recall'd her SonG's celestial tone; 

And ev'ry Dew-proe, trembling near, 

Gave to his soul Her parting tear ! 


Oh! fatal hour! when Fzx1tns severe 
Beheld, unmov'd, THAT PARTING Tear f 
When vanquish'd by the SoxDiD Crew, 
AxsELuo bade the world ApIEU! 

When, bow'd to rigid Dur 's sway, 

He saw his fairest hopes decay ! 

His short-liv'd visions of delight 
O'erwhelm'd, and lost in endless NIGHT! 


Once more, in search of PRACE to roam, 
AxsELuo left his HERurr's home; 

For THREE LONG YEARS had bid him prove, 
That ABSENCE cannot conquer Lovs ! 

That in the BxzasT where PAss rox burns, 
Each nerve, offiicious reason spurns; 


ANSELMO. 


Though in the gulph of mis'ry cast, 

It loves to ponder on the past 

While Mzu'Rr, with a keener sense, 
Still paints the Eye's soft eloquence ; 
Still marks the blush of feeling meek ; 


Still whispers MoRE than worDs can speak; 


Still bids tumultuous throbbings prove, 
That Lax vA was not made for Love ! 
Still Fancy cheats the wounded breast 

With momentary raptures blest ; 

And, e'en when Hope denies relief, 
REFLECTION feeds the source of Gr1eF ! 


“ Perish the thought! AnszLMo cry'd, 
That hearts, by mutual vows ally'd, 
Should, passive, crouch to tyrant yow', 
And dark'ning youth's effulgent hour 
Sink in oblivion's whelming tide, 

The victims of insaTIaTE PRIDE! 


« PERISH THE THOUGHT, that genuine fires 


Should, fading, yield to low desires ; 


That THosE who cannot, DARE NOT prove, 


The sweet vicissitudes of Love, 

Should, by the spells of paltry gold, 

The Cuil or WorTH in thraldom hold, 

And, dead*ning all the thrills of soul, 

Bend NaTuRE to THEIR $tern controul ! 
0 
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« Shall Man, o'er Man a tyrant prove; 

And FoxTuNE guide the shafts of Love ? 

Shall those, by Heav'n's own influence join'd, 

By FEELING, SYMPATHY), and Minp, 

The sacred voice of TxuTH deny, 

And mock the mandate of the Sc 

Shall the proud breast, with vixrur stor'd, 

Bow like the vassal to his Lord, 

And, prodigal of life's short day, 

In base submission fade away ? 


Then fink, unpitied, to the grave, 
A wretch, abhor'd !—-a wittinGg Stave!” 


Rous'd from his dream, the Hexmir sought 
The Scene once more with mis'ry fraught ; 
Clad in a PiIIRIU's mean array; 

From Mor n's approach, till yaxTiNnG day, 
The toilsome thorny path he trod, 

No guide but Hops !—no friend but Gop ! 
And when the shades of night o'erspread 
The misty MounTain's breezy head; 
Exhausted, on EAR TH's humid breast, 

He kiss'd his CRoss— AND SUNK ro REST! 


At length, his weary, weeping eyes 
With jor beheld the Day-sTax rise! 
For Morning gave his raptur'd sight 
The long- lost scene of fond delight! 


— 
— 
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Where GENTLE Rosa, PEERLEess Maid! 

Once, like a Sun, illum'd the shade; 

Or, as the JeweL gilds the Mine, 

Bade dazzling lustre round her shine. 

How throbb'd AnszLMo's heart, when, near, 

The well-known vEsPERs hail'd his ear! 

How did he watch declining day ! 

How pant to greet its parting ray ! 

For, welcome to the Lover's sight, 

Appear the murky shades of NI AH; 

And sacRED every haunt must prove, 

That hides the timid BLUsHx of Love ! 


Now Hope inspir'd his bleeding breast! 
Now FEAR each thrilling joy suppress'd, 
While to his Ros a's proud abode, 

Forlorn ANSELMO sought the road, 

And near her lofty window crept, 

When all her soRDbID KINDRED slept; 

While the chAsTE Moox, with pitying light, 
Stole, ve1L'D, across the dome of Night; 

And ev'ry ZEPaYR, wand'ring near, 

Kiss'd from his cheek a $8acrgD Tear, 


« Come, Rosa Fair !” the Hermit said, 
* Bright SrAR of Beauty, chear the shade! 
ANSELMo calls !—ere rising Day, 


Exulting, spreads its 8nvious ray, 
0 2 
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Beam comfort on my dark despair ; 

LiIo of my LIT EI my Rosa FAIR!“ 


1 


Yet all was sILEN TI all was DbREAR!! 

4 | ANnSELMoO's soul was chill'd with fear! 

1 The Sun rush'd forth! his beamy gold 

| * Around the misty mountain rall'd ! 

i The LaxDpsCaPe glow'd with colours gay, 
New gilded by the EASTERN ray; 

While ev'ry blossom, trembling near, 
Dropp'd from its leaves a chrystal tear, 
And seem'd, by SyMurAT RH, to show, 
That NaTuRE weeps a Lover's woe! 


Fear bade Ax s ELMo's feet depart; 
While anguish wrung his burning heart; 
4 With devious step he sought the wood, 
Where, ivy-crown'd, a ConvenT stood; 
Where many a young and noble Maid, 
Like a fair Lowa ET doom'd to fade, 
On Superstition's mournful gloom, 
A weeping AnGEL !—grac'd a Tous! 
ANSELMO now, with throbbing breast, 
Approach'd the Shrine of FANCIED rest! 
With trembling touch the LAT H he rais'd ; 
Then, kneeling, cross'd his brow, and prais'd ! 
The GaTz on creaking hinges mov'd, 
And loud his daring hand reprov'd ! 
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While through the CLoisTer drear he pass'd, 
Cold blew the whistling northern blast; 

The TurkerTs, tott'ring o'er his head, 
Shook his faint soul with conscious dread ; 
Till by the Tarzx's quiv'ring ray, 

To the long Als LE he bent his way, 

Where, chaunting o'er a sable Bier, 

Begem'd with many a no x tear, 

The white-rob'd VIX OGIxs, kneeling, paid 
Sad tribute to a SISTER's SHADE! 


ANSELMO'S GARB, and DOWNCAST LOOK, 
A P1L6R1m's penitence bespoke ! 
Though sorrow mark'd his manly face, 


+ His EYE retain'd CELESTIAL GRACE | 


A wELCoME GuesT, he join'd the Throng ; 
The sacred RiTts ! the heav'nly Sox G! 
Till, bending o'er the Fux'RAL Bed, 
The conSECRATED DROPS to shed, 
He started back in wild amaze, 
DzaTH-wouNDED by the FATAL gaze! 
For THERE, his DARLING MAID he found, 
And, MuADD'NIxd at the Sight, fell LiFELEss on The 


GROUND! 


& And zince thy cruel breast refus'd to save, 
« Tonly a ONE TEAR, to glisten on my grave!” 
Cart os, 
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CARLOS. 


WHEN Dave's retiring glow was spread 
O'er yon high mountain's golden head ; 
When vapours rising from the flood, 
Sail'd o'er the brow of yon tall wood; 
When, labour done, the sun-burnt Sw ain 
Trudg'd o'er the dew-besprinkled plain, 
Eager, his coTTAGE JoYs to prove 
Amidst his LITTLE WORLD or LovE! 
Lur'd by the evening SoncsTER's throat, 
I sought my craggy grot remote z 

And oft, in sacred silence press'd, 

Thy soft song to my pensive breast; 

And musing o' er each tender line, 

Gave sighs—RESPONSIVE SIGHS TO THIN. 


Oh! CarLos, if tis true, thy breast, 
For ME, disdains to taste of rest; 
If aught that plays about my form, 
Can Faxcy's fond ideas warm; 
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Or yield, by Hope's persuasive pow'r, 
One dear, extatic, bright'ning hour; 
Forbid it, Fa r E, that thou shouldst prove 
The pangs of ux DpEIIOHTED LovEA 
Thou art not form'd for cold disdain, 


For slighted vows, or hopeless pain. 


Ah! smile, and let thy speaking eye 
Beam with the soul's sublimest joy! 
Let dark corroding misery bind 
The frozen BxeasT, the torpid Mix; 
While cold InD1rr*RENCE clasps the zone, 
That chills the senseless Heart to STons ; 
My Soul, my FEELIinG Sour disdains 
The with'ring spell of Icy Caains ! 


Ver, HEAR ME, CaRLos! Yon high Rock, 
That seems the dashing wave to mock, 
Shall from its flinty BAs E remove, 

Ere I will yield to FI KLE Lovs ; 

Yon Ros E its fragrance shall resign, 

Ere Passion's TRANSIENT Joxs are MINE; 
Von winding stream shall cease to flow, 

Ere base CA PRICE my breast shall know; 
The restless wing of Time shall fail, 

Ere I will heed a FLATT'RER's tale; 

Yon Sun that warms the pendent World, 
Shall from its ETHER throne be hurl'd, 
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And quench'd in night its burning zone, 


Ere Ia vacranTt HEART will own! 
Fox, an! too much of grief I've prov'd, 


Too SADLY MOURN?'D, TOO FONDLY Lov'p! 


THEN, cour; but let each rapture be 

A bond of sacred ConsTaxcy ! 
TasTE shall with glowing hand dispense 
Unnumber'd charms, to greet thy sense! 
While Time, from his expanding wing, 
A thousand promis'd joys shall fling ! 
While ALL, to MENTAL BL1ss ally'd, 

| Shall o'er the tranquil hours preside ;' 

ö With each delicious balm that heals 
. The wound unpitied PAss ox feels! 


Ox, CarLos, if thy fickle soul 
Disdains the thought of Love's controul ; 


Meek FRIENDSHIT, PrHotnitx-like, shall rise, 
6 Amidst the flame, where Pass10n dies! 


—— — —— — 
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DONALD and MARY. 


ON ScoT1a's Hills, a gentle Marv, 
The fairest of the rustic throng, 

When round the glitt'ring Moon-neams play'd, 
Oft pour'd her sad and plaintive song: 

Her eye was dim'd with pearly tears, 
Which from their azure fountain roll'd ; 

Her throbbing heart was fraught with fears; 
PaLE was her cheek, and deadly colo! 


By Fx1enDs forgot, by Fons oppress'd ; 
By FoxTune's chilling frown subdu'd; 
Fierce frenzy hover'd o'er her breast, 
And wither'd Gr1ee her steps pursu'd : 
But, ah! more fatal e'en than those, 
The worst of pangs twas hers to share; 
While Ex vx, smiling, mock'd her woes; 
For Envy feeds on HUMAN CaRE |: 


A GALLANT YouTH, of ScoTT1$4 birth, 
Had woo'd and won the gentle maid ; 
Not all the treasur'd gems of earth, 
Like Dox aLD's music, could persuade F 
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Not all that InD14a's shores supply, 
Or all the wealth of BzxiTain's Isle, 
Could charm, like Dox aL D's speaking eye, 
Or win the soul, like Dox AL p's smile. 


But GLokr, lifting high her crest, 
His glowing fancy lur'd to arms; 
Fame fill'd his young and panting breast 
He left his Mazy's world of charms ! 
Ill-fated DonaLD rover and BLED! 
The green-sod veil'd his manly form! 
While, round his dark and clay-cold bed, 
Bleak blew the wild and wint'ry storm. 


No marble TxorRHIESs deck'd the spot, 
To ask the pensive Trav*LER's sigh! 
No Vexst to mourn his hapless lot, 
Or bid the VALIAN r learn to pie ! 
But THERE, the SxowW-DRor, meek and pale, 
With MoxninG's tears would oft' o'erflow ; 
And there the BIRD or SoxRow's tale 
Repeated Mary's tender woe! 


« An! who has sEEN my GALLANT Box, 
In martial trim, and rich array? 

Ah! who has nEARD my only joy 
SinG to yon Moox, his roundelay ? 
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His laurel shines in yonder sky, 7 
The brightest of the starry train! 6 
Though in the grave his beauties lie, 
All crimson'd o'er with many a stain! 


« Ay ! have you seen my DoxaLD brave, 
Enthron'd on yonder passing CLovo ? 

Or gliding o'er yon whitening Wave, 
Or chaunting, *midst the tempest loud ? 

Now, o'er yon hill, the day-star peeps, 
The merry BIx Ds awake to glee! 

Low in the Grave, my Do x AL p sleeps, 

Nor HEARS their song, nor THINKS OF uE! 


« Give me his SworD, of mickle fame; 
And give me Too, his Bonner gay! 
On the green-turf to carve his name, 
And DecoRATE his hallow'd clay! 
Ye costly Graves, where Monakcus lie, 
With CRowns and SceyTREs, won by BIK TH! 
Vainly your glitt'ring baubles vie 
With DoxALd's Sword, and Donald's WorTa !”? 


By weeping Eveninc's fading light, 
Far o'er the thistled heath she stray'd; 
Till, lost amidst the frowns of night, 


The cold blast chill'd the beauteous maid ; 
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Along the dreary, desart gloom, 


Her mournful song was heard to glide ; 
« Wir Joy,” she said, I MEET MY Doom !”? 
Then, sigh'd her DoxnaLD's name AN D DIED! 


U—ä—äů — — — — 
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Bexzarn a spreading W1LLow, 
A frantic MarDen mourn'd; 
The mossy bank, her pillow, 
With drooping flow'rs adorn'd ; 
The STRE am was gently flowing 
Beneath her downcast eyes ; 
The Breezes, softly blowing, 
Were mingled with her sighs. 


* My Loves,” said she, “lies dreaming, 
Beneath yon foamy deep; 

Where lonely Se a-B1RDs screaming, 
With restless pinions sweep ! 

Ah! where is now the laurel , 
That bound his golden hair? 

He wears a crown of CoraL , 
Of PeakLs and JewELSs rare. 
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THE WEEPING WILLOW. 


«© ASyRENn NyYmPH adores him; 
She s1nGs him to repose ; 

While weeping Love implores him, 
To shun impending woes! 

I see him, wak'd, reclining, 
Upon his silv'ry bed; 

A wreath of Sza-wEeDs twining 
To deck ER beauteous head! 


« Her Em'rALD tresses flowing, 
Illume the crystal flood; 
Resplendent rays bestowing, 
From many a BRILLIANT stud; 
Her eyes like SayPHIREs beaming z 
Her white-robe floats around ; 
Her breast, with rapture teeming, 
With bands of RuBIESs bound! 


« An! now, he beckons, smiling, 
Enamour'd cf her charms ! 
Her SYREN voice, beguiling, 
Allures him to her arms ! 
Upon the green wave gliding 
To NeeTuNe's sparry CELL, 
Each ruffling breeze deriding, 
The Txiroxs bear her SHELL ! 


| 
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Then, FARE THEE WELL, false rover! 


»Tis now roo LATE to save! 
My grief will soon be over!“ 

She plung'd amidst the wave! 
Still Ec Ho chaunts her ditty ; 

The STREam its murm'ring keeps! 
The WiLLow, bow'd in pity, 

Adorns her grave—AaNnD wWEEPsS! 


__— MMX_PXMXXX__,CCA__SRR_=S__——FmFTRIY_Sq,S, 


D«z av Curb of Exzzus ! whose pow'r 
Sheds horror o'er the darken'd WorLD ; 
While GarosrTs, with winding sheets unfurl'd, 

Welcome the murky hour ; 
While Conscience, like a coward base, 
Awakes to madd'ning FEAR; 
When not a BREATHING THING 1s near, 
The records of the wounded Mix p to trace! 


Then, o'er each glimm'ring STaR, 1 
Triumphant in thy viewless Car, 
Thou sail'st across th* ETERNAL DOME, Th 
Scatt'ring around thee, thick-wove gloom ! 
The whirling Ons its course pursues ; q 


But ah ! how mournfully obscure ! 
Where are its lustrous Gems, its Huts, Ane 
Its Mouxraixs, Var Es, and RiyERS pure? 
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Envelop'd in the black obtrusive shade, 
0211v10N grasps the SCENE, and all its beauties fade. 


THEN, seated on thy © Ebon Tow'r,“ 
LorD of the SoLiTarY Hou! 
Thou spread'st thy raven pinions wide, 
CrEaTiON's vanquish'd charms to hide! 
And when the meek Moon's crystal eye 
Gleams on the jetty forehead of the sky, 
Thou bid'st each envious passing cloud, 
Her beamy Crescexnrt faintly shrowd, 
That o'er the lurid space, 
Thy million eyes may trace 
The Den, where haggard Gvu1LT retires, 
To hold fierce converse with the Demons fell, 
Link'd in thy fatal spell! 
And while each twinkling star expires, 
The wild winds shake the distant spheres, 


d NATURE hides her face, bedew'd with curLLinG Tears! 


SoUL-PENETRATING GLoom | 
Thou strict examiner of Human TroucurT! 
When the bright Tayer's brilliant ray, 
Through the long yainTED HALL, and MaxBLE Doug, 
Sheds artificial day ; 
Thou com'st with all thy horrors fraught, 
To beckon forth the 6v1LTY soul, 
And bend each stubborn nerve to thy Supreme 
ConTROUL ! 
J 
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On N1car ! thou SytcTRE bold! 
Thou parent of heart-chilling FEAR! 
THrov canst each hidden thought unfold ; 


For ConsciENCE will be heard, when Thou art near! 


And when the cheerful Day, 
And all its raptures fade away, 
The TYranT shuns his blood-stain'd TyHroNE; 
Deck'd in the tinsel pageantry of SHow, 
And, on his REGAL COUCH, ALONE, 
Resigns his breast to s1L ENT Wot 3 
An! THEN, he traces back the hour, 
When, by AmsBiT1on led, 
Devoted legions bled, 

To lengthen a small span of TRANSITORXT pow's! | 
Then Fancy paints the poorest Swain, . 
That, on the bleak and barren plain, 

In his low Cor rack sinks to rest; 
Celestial Peace, the partner of his breast, 
Who, led by chearful LABOR to repose, 
Finds his rude pillow strew'd with many a THORNLEss 
Ros E. 


On ! noRRID NI HT! 
Thou prying Monitor confest, 
Whose key unlocks the human breast, 
And bares each avenue to MENTAL STICHT! 
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* When from the festive Bow's, 
The frenzied Howmicipe retreats, 
And, in his bosom's cell, 
| Essays each rising throb to quell ; 


Thy penetrating pow'r, 
His sense with many a P{HanTom greets; 
He rushes forth in wild amaze ! 
While down his brow the big drop strays; 
Then, from thy mist opake, 
Deep groans assail his startled ears, 
His limbs convuls'd with horror shake; 
And the short fev'rish Houx, 
SUCH is thy DREADFUL row'R! 
An Ace of agonizing woe appears. 
For SLEEP, the vengeful Fiznps deride, 
Till the BLEsT Sun darts forth, to bid Tay reign 
subside! 


How glorious is the EASTERN Sky! 
The warm tints, rushing o'er the blue serene, 
O'er the tall mountain, Mozn's effulgent eye 
Diffuses wide the renovated scene! 
The silv'ry DRW-DRors, scatter'd round, 
Spangle the variegated ground; 
Or dress the waving woods, in glitt'ring pride, 
Or down the silky leaves, in bright succession glide ; 
Then sultry Noon appears, 
Absorbing NaTuxe's ling'ring tears; 
Q 2 


116 ODE TO NIGHT. 


— — —  — — — —  — —  —  —— 7—m—ͤ— 


While o'er the TRTME-CLAD heath, 
Faint with its scorching breath, 

The FLocks, and HE RDS, to covert move; 

The sun-burnt HIN suspends his toil, 

And, plodding o'er the thirsty soil, 
Seeks the green-sod, and cool embow'ring grove; 
The murmuring RIVER lulls his Mp to rest, 

While the soft SOUTHERN BREEZE STEALS LIGHTLY 


oOo ER HIS BREAST! 


Now, pensive hour, 
Calm-bosom'd Eveninc, THEE I hail! 
While o'er the perfum'd bow'r, 
Thy balmy breathings gently sail; 
Meek handmaid of sublime repose, 
From whose calm eye the soft tear flows! 
As o'er the Lanpscaye's glowing breast, 
Thou fling'st thy purple vest ; 
While in the WESTERN Spheres, 
Dar -+-2amy radiance slowly fades, 
Till, a r 'd in dusky shades, 
The pale Horizon scarce appears; 
And as the melodies of NaTure fail, 
The sullen BezTLz, humming near, 
Obtrudes upon thy pensive ear, 
That listens to the mournful NIGAHTINOGALE, 
The tangled dells, and sparry rocks among, 
Where, to the R1s81NG MOON, she pours her LOVE-LORN 
 $0NG| 
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THEN DARK-BROW'D N1GHT, thou com'st again, 
With all thy melancholy train ; 
While Bars expand their leathern wings; 
And OwLs forsake their ivy'd home, 
O'er the blank solitude to roam; 
And the small CIK ET sings, 
Near the dim embers of the Corr AE firs, 
To warn the village Ma1p with Omens sab and viz ! 


— — Re 
P 


* 


Ver, ART THOU NOT, to MY rapt breast, 
A dread, unwelcome, startling guest; 
For, when I quit the TRIFLING THRONG, 
To me, O soLITARY NIGHT! 
Thou bring'st the soothing calm delight, 
Which charms my eENSIVE HEART, and WAKES THE 


Mus#e's soN G! 


— 
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HOPE, 


Hexce, DARK DesPONDENCY ! away! 
Parent of FRENZY and DESPAIR! 

Go, seek the lurid haunts of CARE; 
Nor here thy haggard form display ! 

I hate thy ever scowling eye ; 

Thy icy hand; thy rending sigh; 

Thy slow congealing, sullen tear; 
Thy listless pace; thy wither'd breast, 

That owns no DISTANT GLEAM of rest, 


No promis'd TRANQUIL HOUR, thy Sour's deep night to 


Cheer ! 


But come, Fair Horx, heart-soothing maid ! 
Come, with thy beaming eye the gloom pervade. 
Smiling harbinger of pleasure ! 

Here unfold thy promis'd treasure ! 

At Tay approach the weedy Bow's 

Blooms with many an op*ning FLow's 
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The Sciks with brighter azure glow ; 
The STREAms in clearer windings flow; 


1 * 


The Bix Ds, new melodies essay; 
Luxuriant FoLtace bends the S RAY; 
While all the glories of earth, sea, and sky, 


Proclaim, cELESTIAL Hor E, that THou ART NICH! 


Now, on my couch, where o'er my Mix o 
Dark-brow'd DES PONDENCV reclin'd, 

Fair blossoms shoot! rich fragrance teems, 
To prompt young Fancy's rapt'rous dreams; 


1 
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While at my feet LETHEAN waters glide ; 
ETERNAL SILENCE, PRIESTESss of the tide ! 
Where FeeL1nGc, meek and trembling guest, 
Bathes in the magic stream, her wounded breast, 
Care's deadly venom to destroy, 
Till, every pang forgot, she hails approaching Jor. 


Now banish'd from E.ys1an vales and groves, 
DeseoNDENCY, with moody Mapxess, roves ! 
Or sits upon the craggy mountain, steep, 
Whose dizzy edge hangs shad*wing o'er the deep! 
The lightning's glare displays her form ; 
And while the deaPning whirlwinds blow, 
She views, UxNMov*op, the rising storm, 
That shatters the devoted Bark below! 
The Sea-B1RDs scream! the billows rise 
The loud-ton'd thunder rends the skies! 
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The warring elements conspire, 

To taunt her breast with furious ire! 

She seems their direst rage to brave, 

Till rising from the yawning wave, 
DesPAIR APPEARS, THE SPIRIT OF THE Deep! 
The whelming surge, her flaming pinions sweep Bic 
The howling winds, with louder clamours roar ; 
The angry billows lash the rocky shore; * 
While livid lightnings, flashing round, 

Quench their blue arrows in the gulph profound! 


And now, the flinty fabric shakes ! 
And now, DesyonDenCcyY awakes ! 
And, rising from her hanging seat, 
Darts forth, DESsPAIR to meet; 
And, lock'd within her cold embrace, 
Sinks, midst the horrors or TH' 1INFURIATE SPACE! 


Now, the dreary tempest o'er, 
Madd'ning Hox R OR reigns no more! 
On the EASTERN summit bright 
Day unbars the gates of Light! 
And rushing forward, rob'd in crimson fire, 
Bids sombre NI Or, and all Her TRAIN, RETIRE | 


The sew'ring clouds dissolving fly; 
The soft breeze fans the glitt'ring main! 
The lucid rill runs babbling o'er the plain, 
Its crystal breast reflects the glowing sky! 


I 
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Hor comes, in heavenly colours drest; 
Her golden pinions fan my breast; 


Her eye with spreading lustre shines; 
Her hand a beauteous chaplet twines; 
And pointing Fauz's fair temple *midst the skies, 
Bids, for my GRATEFUL Brow, a spreading LAuxEL 
rise ! 
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GENIUS. 


Now, by the Aontan Nx urs inspir'd ! 
By glowing EMuLaT1on fir'd! 
Of Tree I'll sing, 1LLUsTRIOUs Maid! 
In peerless majesty array'd! 
Who, ALL CREATIVE! ALL SUBLIME ! 
First sprang from the ethereal clime, 
To bid rapt Mor TaLs trace 

The bright infinity of space, 
Where Fa uE, of pure celestial birth, 

A starry wreath prepares, To CROWN IMMORTAL WoRrTa! 


BLesT Genivs ! pow'r divine! 
Now, let the votive song be THINE ; 
Nor thou, the Pensive Mus disdain, 
Who oft, by Fancy led, shall rove 
To soft ARcapia's myrtle grove, 
To tune the PasTORAL REED, or chaunt the SYLVAY 


STRAIN! 


ll! 
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Or could her trembling hand aspire 

To wake the loud resounding LYRE!I 
Where Pix pus rears its haughty crest, 

By THY immortal LaureLs drest ! 

Or on Parnass1an heights sublime, 
Snatch from the passing wing of Tims, 

A PLums, that smiling Hor might lave 
Deep in the HeL1coxntan wave! 

For thee, her burning hand should fling 
Extatic measures o'er the bounding string! 
Nor THOU, $TAR-CRESTED NYMPH | refuse, 
The off' rings of an unTaucaur Musk, 


Who twines, amidst UNCULTIVATED bow'rs, 


A $MALL, but FRAGRANT wreath, of NaTuRE's $1MPLEST 


FLow'Rs. 


Proud PARENT of supreme delight! 
Thou Sun ! from whose rich source 
The lust*rous stream of mental sight 
Points to mortality, a glorious course! 
"Tis thine with sweet controul 
To guide the sensate soul; 
To mark, on Txurn's enlighten'd page, 
In ev'ry clime, in ev'ry age, 
How empty earthly pow'r appears, 
A glitt'ring PHanTom ! fraught with Fears ! 
How dark, the rugged paths of LIE 
How planted with the thorns of strife ! 
R 2 
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How paltry, WzaLTH ! how false the glare 
| That dazzles round the Recar CHAIR! 
How fragile BEauTyY's blush! how poor 
The Mistx, *midst his countless store! 
When o'er the lab'ring Soxs or CLary 
Thou scorn'st to spread thy BROAD EFFULGENT Ray! 


 Þ 


O Gen1vs! at thy view, 
Low in the dust, the grov'ling crew 
Fall, stricken like the meanest Fl x, Dro: 
*Midst torrid radiance, doom'd to die; 
Whilst THou ! whose tow'ring mind 
| No sordid spells can bind, 
| Far from human woe canst rise, 
j To purer joys ! to brighter skies! 
Ss As the triumphant eagle bends his flight, | Tha 
To lave his LoRDbryr Wins, in FLooDs or BURNING 


LicuT! 


Orr nave I sEEN THEE, sportive! wild! 
Frolic Nature's playful child! 
With infant sweetness, weaving boughs, 
To hang on fickle Fancy's brows ! 
Then wouldst thou snatch the RosE-DECK'D LRT, 
And with thy airy fingers play, 
In measures madly gay, l 
A song, that might z'8n AyaTay 1nsPiRs ! 


I 
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Then, sated with the *witching sound, 
Dash thy rapt Lyze upon the ground! 
And o'er thy gaudy wreath, | 
Such strains of tender PIT breathe, 
So soft! so touching! so alluring ! 
All the wounds of Pass ox curing ! 
That Race itself, subdu'd, 
List'ning stood, in melting mood! 
And Fol Lx, wond'ring at thy pow'rs, 
Dropp'd from her giddy hand, her WR EAT HO Pors'novus 
Frow'Rs! 


I've SEEN THEE, spurning SOLEMN FooLs, 
Mock the vaunted lore of schools ; 
And laugh to scorn the PepanT's art, 
That hides, in LEARNINOG's GaRB, THE DULL DECEITFUL 


HEART! 


I've $EEN THEE, dress'd in awful pride, 

With calm-brow'd W1s pow by thy side, 
Unfolding precepts, richly fraught, 

With Sznsz acuTEe! and DzpTn or Tyovcur! 
Decking the front of hoary Time 

With many a sober wreath, sublime ! 

While ELoquence, her store unbound, 

Scatter'd her fairest blossoms round! 

And HisT'zr, with recording finger, trac'd 
Scenes, by EX I AIR O IGNORANCE half-effac'd ; 
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Whilst ro, from cold OBLivion's cave, 
Led the pale shadows of the sainTED Brave! 
An! THEN I've seen thee stamp each name 


On the UNPERISHABLE ROLLS OF Fame! 
And, smiling o'er the consecrated page, 
ANTICIPATE the BoasT, of MANY A FUTURE Act! 


I've SEEN THEE, through the soul diffuse 
Th' electric fire that fills the Musk! 
When o'er the Por r's breast 
Thou fling'st thy sunny vest ; 
And stoop'st his throbbing brow to bind, 
With wings to waft the soaring mind 
Beyond the mists of mortal day ! 
While from thy piercing eye, 
Resplendent as its Pa RENT SkY, 
A stream of light shot forth, to mark HIS GORIOUS War! 


8 Ah! lost to bliss are those, 

; Low-THOUGHTED! DULL OF Sour! 
Who, plodding through life's weedy woes, 
y Ne'er felt the thrilling pow'r 

4 That wafts the intellectual hour; 


Or where PIERIAN fountains roll, 
PAN TED, to taste the clear immortal wave, 
That heals the wounds of Fate, AND Flows BEYOND 
THE GRAVE! 


4 Br.18s goes but to a certain bound; 
% Beyond, tis AGony." 


Mzs. Gzzvitte's Ops To INDIFFERENCE. 


To 


RAPTURE 


Narvzs, with colours heav'nly pure! 
Her proudest attributes display'd ! 
ALL that could fascinate, allure, 
Inspire, or soothe, her skill essay'd ; 
She trac'd the Pass10ns; at command, 
Each yielded to her potent hand ! 
Love! Piry! Hoes! by turns she drew; 
To each, she found her pencil true! 
Till Rar rut, darting o'er her sight, 
Inspir'd her glowing breast, with RW AND FIERCE 
DxTLII ORT. 
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NaTvuRE, astonish'd at her charms, 

Her bosom fill'd with wild alarms, 

Then seiz'd her magic pencil, gay, 

Dipp'd in the Ra Ix BOow's brightest ray! 

She trac'd the BL us n, the speaking ExE! 

The snowy Bos ou, beating high! 

Yet o'er the languid Fox u, 

Extatic! tender! timid ! warm! 

A s8weEeT ConFus1o0N seem'd to steal, 
Sven as NaTure's pencil faint, 
Trembling try'd, but couLD NoT PAINT 

Yet, such as SHE ALONE COULD FEEL ! 


[| 


Now, wond'ring at the work she made, 

2 She thus address'd the beauteous shade, 

With throbbing pulses ! quiv'ring sighs ! 

And fond, adoring eyes ! 

« Pairest offspring of the sky! 

« Swift, to mortal regions fly ; 

« Go, in all thy softness dress'd ; 

* Soothe the sensate yielding breast! 

* And show thy magic Tar1LL was giv'n, 

« To prove on EarTH, a transient HRAv'x.“ 


As NaTurE srokk, half madd'ning at the view, 

| The glowing Phantom fainter grew ; 

$ Till, like a MzTzos, glimm'ring through a shade, 
Too ExquisiTE TO LasT! the FLEETING FoRM 


DECAY?'D. 


4 


BOSWORTH FIELD. 


GLIDING over the moonlight heath, 
Mark the ſhad*wy tribes of Dz ata ! 
Hark ! their airy voices ſay, 

« Haste thee, MorTaL! haste away! 


« While our clashing HaLBERTS bright, 
Glisten, by the lamp of night; 

While our hoſts, in hostile pride, 

O'er the thistled desart glide ; 


« Soon shall turbid clouds absorb 
Spectred midnight's paly Ox 
Soon shall Horror grasp its ray: 
Wand'ring MoxrAL, haste away! 


— 


« Chilly blows the northern blast; 
Deadly dews are rising fast ; 

Quit, oh ! quit this haunted Heath, 
Sacred to the tribes of Death ! 
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« Screech-owls warn thee of thy fate; 
Fly thee, ere it be too late! 
All is sad, and all is drear; 
Wherefore, Mortal, wander here?“ 


I} 


All is silent! yon black cloud 

| Soon the waning Moon will shroud ; 
| All is dark! the moaning wind, 
Turbid vapours haste to bind ! 


Now, the sev'ring skies again 
Chear with light the spangled plain; 
| Now low murmurs sadly say, n 
« STAY thee, gentle wand' rer, sT AY.“ 


What art thou, slow gliding by, 
With snowy robe, and glaring eye? 
Quickly fleeting shadow, say, 
Whither wouldst thou bend thy way? 


Why invite my steps along, 
To yon pale and warlike throng ? 
Wherefore wave thy lily hand, 
Beck*ning back the ghastly band? 


oo Stranger, hear my mournful strain, 2 
Ere the day-star gilds the plainz _ The fe 
Ere the rosy beams of light t$ 


Bid me fade from Mox ral sight! of Boſ, 
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« 'This is BosworTH's fatal field, 
Plough'd with many a shatter'd shield! 


This is BosworTH's silent grave, 
Of Crx1zrTains bold, and BowMEnN brave! 


« Here the flow'r of EncLand's pride, 
Wading through a purple tide, 

Forc'd the ranks, the Tyrant led, 

O'er the heaps of mighty dead ! 


« While, amidst a sea of blood, 

NorFoLk I OxrorD *! PErMBROKE! stood; 
England's bane, and England's boast, 

Rush'd to arms; a dauntless Host! 


« Yonder, valiant Ricumond's breast, 
Onward to the Tyrant press'd ! 

Yonder, mad with many a wound, 
Helliſh RicHARD gnaw'd the ground! 


« See, his faulchion deep embu'd 

With valiant Bxanpon's + vital blood; 
See its crimson'd fragments glare, 
Hideous, through the stagnant air! 


The Duke of Norfolk, Earl of Oxford, and Earl of Pembroke. 
The former was ſlain at the Battle of Boſworth. 

T Sir William Brandon, Standard-bearer to the Earl of Richmond, a 
palant Knight, Shin by the hand of the tyrant Richard, at the Battle 
of Boſworth, 


8 2 


132 BOSWORTH FIELD. 


Start not, MorTar !—Hear my tale; 
See, my Cheek so deadly pale; 

0 Once the fairest, freshest flow'r, 

Plac'd by heav'n in LEICESTER's* bow'r. 


Peerless BER THA was my name; 
First in beauty !—first in fame! 

Gallant Hur BRT was my pride; 
HuBERT FELL !—and BerTHA DIE D! 


«« Ermin'd robe, and tissu'd vest, 
Never more ſhall wrap this breast ; 
Now, my death-bed trappings view, 
All besprent with frozen dew ! 


perfect was my HuxERT's mind, 
Train'd to Arms I—by Love refin'd ! 
Speaking was his hazle eye; 


b Smooth his cheek, of ruddy dye. 
a 

; % RAveN BLACK his glossy hair, 
F Shading o'er his FoREHEaD fair; 
| N1carT's impervious curtains $0 


7 Veil the MounTain's spotless Snow ! 


« Onward ruſh'd his PAL TRY white, 
Deck'd with silver bosses bright; 

Boss Es! doom'd their rays to shed 
O' er my Hug ERT's FUNERAL Bev! 


Leicester is the neareſt town to Boſworth Field. 
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«« Ober his golden HELMET gay, 

Gaudy plumage fann'd the day; 

Hapless PL.umes ! ye wave no more! 
HuBE&T's crest is DRENCH'D In Gore! 


* When the Battle's fierce alarms 
Lur'd my HERO from my arms, 
WHro my parting throb can tell? 
Wno, but those—that love as well? 


© But when, o'er the tented heath, 
HorRoR wing'd the lance of Death; 
When my gallant HuBerT fell 
No xx, alas! my woes can tell. 


*« THREE short Moons beheld me rave 
O'er my mangled Lover's grave ! 
CounTLEess Moons shall see my ghost, 
Hov'ring near yon shad*wy host! 


«« Nightly will I glide along, 
Near the vast terrific throng ! 
Nightly ſhall my mournful strain 
Echo o'er this haunted plain ! 


«« For perchance, amidst the throng, 
HuznerT's shade shall catch the song; 
Though a strain of rending woe— 
Huzz&kT, BZRTHA“s strain will know! 
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«« 'Then, my Love again may join 
Tender sighs, and plaints, to mine; 
Or, to some more peaceful shore 
We may glide, to part no more! 


ce See! the yellow dawn appears! 
Gentle wand”rer, check thy tears; 

See! my SHaDow $huns the day! 
Has TE THEE, MORTAL, HASTE AWaY! 
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THE 


PILGRIM's FAREWELL. 


FROM THE ROMANCE OF 


VANCENZA.* 


— 
—— 


O'ER Desarrs untrodden, o'er moss-cover'd HIL Is, 
I have wander'd forlorn and alone ; 

My tears I have mingled with slow-winding RiLLs, 

And the valleys have echo'd my groan ! 


— 


I have seen the wan Moo x, from her silver veil peep, 
As she rose from her cloud-dappled bed; 

I have heard the dread Hurricane yell *midst the Dee, 
As the lightnings play'd over my head ! 

When the TemyzsT subsided, I saw the faint dawn, 


O'er the eastern hill, meekly appear; 
While each Xing cup, that droop'd on the dew-shining lawn, 
From its golden lids dropp'd a soft tear. 


# Only in the 1u1 4D and Four Tx editions, 
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I have seen the BRICHT Day-sTar illumine the earth; 
I have hail'd the proud Sov'xEIOX oF FiRE ; 

I have smil'd on the Prx1MrosE, just waken'd to birth; 
I have sigh'd—to behold it expire! 


How oft have I pitied the plaint of the Dove ! 
How I've mus'd near the NicyTinGaLE's nest! 
For, alas! when the mourner sings sweetly of Love, 
*Tis soft SYMPATHY thrills through my breast! 


I have seen the tall Fox Es o'ershadow the glade, 
And extend its broad branches on high ; 

But, how soon have I mark'd its rich canopy fade, 
And its yellow leaves whul'd to the sky! 


I have sigh'd o'er the SoD, where some Lover was laid; 
I have torn the rude WzEeDs from his breast; 

I have deck'd it with flowrets ; and oft have I said, 
How I envy thy CABIN or REST!“ 


I have trac'd the long shades, o'er the Wave's silky green, 
When the storm gather'd over the Main; 

J have gaz'd with delight on the Lanpscars serene, 
When the evening-bell toll'd on the plain. 


Exulting and gay, I have smil'd to behold 
PROUD NaTvuRE, luxuriantly drest ; 

I have wept, when I saw her uncover'd and cold, 
And the winter-blast howl'd o'er her breast. 
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Since $8UCH are the scenes of this journey of CARE, 


— 
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Since each pleasure is mingled with pain, 
Still let me the raptures of SYMPaTHY share, 
And my bosom shall scoRN TO COMPLAIN. 


Though destin'd to wander o'er mountains of snow, 


Vancenza! O mansion divine! 
Thy Pilgrim shall smile at his journey of woe, 
And his heart, Is WARM HEART SHALL BE THINE! 
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STANZAS 


— 
WRITTEN ON THE FOURTEENTH OP FEBRUARY, 1792, 


To 


AMY VALENTINE, 


| 


COME, Horz, and Sweep the trembling string; 
Drop from thy pinions balm divine; 
While, drooping o'er my Lye, Ising 
The graces of my VALENTINE. 
Ah! Graces, fatal to my peace, 
Why round my heart your mischiefs twine ? 
Say, barb'rous Love, can aught increase 
The Trxiumpns of my VALENTINE ? 


No more about my auburn hair 
The sparkling Gems shall proudly vie; 
The CreRESsSs, emblem of DES AIR, 
Shall there, a faded chaplet die. 
Young dimpled PLEASURE quits my breast, 
To seek some gaudier bow'r than mine, 
Where Low Caprice, by Fancy drest, F 

Enthrals my truant VALENTINE ! | 


I 
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The FROZEN brook, the mountain SN ow, 
The PRARLSs that on the thistle shine, 

The voRTHERN winds, that cHiLLY blow, 
Are EMBLEMs of My VALENTINE. 

Pale Sox Row shades the quiv*ring flame 
That gleams on TeuTHa's neglected shrine, 

Fann'd by those sighs which still proclaim, 
How muca I Love TRHEE, VALENTINE! 


Whene'er the icy hand of DATA 
Shall grasp this sensate frame of mine, 
On my cold lip the fleeting breath 
Shall murmur fort- DRAR VALEXTINEI 
Then, o'er my GRAVE, ah! drop one Teas, . 
And, sighing, write this PENSsIVE line 
« A FAITHEUL HEART lies mould”ring here, 
% That well deserv'd its VALENTIN EI“ 


— 


_ 2 


STANZAS 


Inſcribed to a FaixnD, when confined by severe Indisposition, in 
March, 1793. | 


YE Glades that just open to greet the blue Sky, 
All encircled with Voodlands bespangl'd with dew, 
From your borders, once cherish'd, disgusted I fly; 
For your beauties are faded, and sadden'd your hue, 


O!] soft gliding River, whose banks I behold 
Undelighted and mournful, no longer you please; 

Nor the deep azure bells, nor the cowslips of gold; 
Nor your smooth glassy bosom o'ershadow'd with trees, 


Yon Mountain, whose breezes enliven the soul, 
Never more will I climb at the dawning of day; 

Never more to the turf-cover*d meadows Ill stroll, 
Or on beds of young Primreses carol my lay. 


For, GLapes, to your sod with my love I've retir'd 
When the red beams were rushing the foliage among, 

When the last glowing shadow of EveninG expir'd, 
And the Rocks rung responsive to PRILOMELT's song. 
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And thou, lucid Rives, I've sat by thy side, 


To behold his dear form in thy clear glassy breast, 
When the Moo x spread her light o'er thy soft rolling tide, 
And the wise were content with the dulness of rest. 


And thou, craggy MounTain, where oft I have stray'd, 
To behold from your summit, the thatch of his cot ; 

Like the slow-winding River, the dew-spangled Glade, 
And the thick woven Woodlands —Bt EVER FORGOT. 


Sex! NATURE is sadden'd by SYMPATHY'Ss tears, 
Since my Love no longer enlivens the day; 
And forlorn shall she be, till her darling appears, 
As the Ros E droops its head when the Sux FaDEs Awax. 
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To 


LISARDO, 


On his recovering from a long Indisposition, in May, 1793. 


Go, zaruy Gates, and tell Lisaro's ear, 

That HEALTH comes smiling on the wings of Morn; 
Tel} him, that sweet Repose approaches near, 

To banish fev'rich Days, and Nticurs forlorn. 


Brightly the Sun-BEAams on the mountains break, 

And whisp'ring ZeyaYRs shake their wings around; 
The Day-sTaR steals away in lustre meek, 

And spreading glories gild the dewy ground. 


Exulting FLORA opes her varying hues; 

The VaLLEy smiles, the verdant HIL TLs look gay; 
From her abundant store, PRoFus1on strews 

The buds and tints of rosy-bosom'd Mar. 


The lofty woodlands wave their leafy heads, 
To wake the plumy trav'llers of the air ; 

The low-born lilies, on their humid beds, 
Expand their spotless bosoms, fresh and fair, 


S0 


TO LISARDO. 
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Slow winds the brawling Rives through the vales; 


Down the rough rock the roaring torrents flee ; 
The high pois'd Lark on floods of ether sails, 
To greet the Loxp or LIcHr with songs of glee, 


Soft is the perfume of Moxx's beauteous breast, 
And soft the murmurs of the insect train; 

While NaTuRE's hand, with pearly lustre drest, 
Leads T1P-ToE PLEASURE o'er the glitt'ring plain. 


U 


For thee, LIsAR Do, she unfolds her store; 
For thee she weaves a garland, proudly gay: 
Come then, my Friend, the lib'ral NYmen adore; 
And own, that RayTuRE is the child of May. 


And while returning He aLTH pervades each nerve, 
As ArRIL Suxs disperse the wiNnTRY gloom, 
The sad rememb'rance of rasT © woe, shall serve 
« For swEET D1sCOURSES in our TiME To cone.” 
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f ADIEU To FANCY. 


INSCRIBED TO A FRIEND. 


WIIN first I knew TTR, Fax cx's aid 
A Mixx of peerless worth display'd ; 


2 Es 


[ A thousand Graces hourly stole, 
S In melting visions, o'er my soul. 


For Fancy guides the shaft of Love, 
And bids fantastic visions move 

In mystic mazes round the breast, 

In Hoye's delusive colours dress'd, 


"Tis Fax c wings the PoeT's thought 
With classic TasTe, ſublimely fraught ; 
And bids the fount of Re ason flow, 
With smooth delight, or ruffled woe. 


Full oft the gentle SSI AH I've seen, 

With soothing smile, and sportive mien, 

When wand'ring to her fairy bow'rs; 
She bound my grateful breast with flow'rs, 
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And oft with flatt'ring Hor E she came, 
To twine a wreath of promis'd Fa uE; 
Yet, *midst the laurePd gift I found 
Full many a thorn, my breast to wound. 


Oh! then she brought, my mind to calm, 
Persuasive FRIENDSHIB's sooching balm ; 
And SYMPATHY, with throbbing breast, 
In P1TY's specious semblance drest. 


Yet, FrxienDsH1P's beauteous form, I found, 
Would start aghast, at Soxkow's wound; 
And SrurarRHL's slow trickling tear 

Would cease to flow, when Gr1Eze was near. 


But since THY perfect mind, I know, 
To Faxcr's aid I little owe; 

No more her dazzling charms I ll view, 
For Time has prov'd each vision TRUE, 


Then let me own, the tranquil scene 
The constant thought, the smile serene, 
And know myself supremely blest ! 
DeceiTFUL FANCY—TAKE THE REST! 


A 


THE 


MORALIST. 


Haak! the hollow moaning Wind 
Sweeps along the midnight air, 

Sullen as the cuiLTY MIND; 
Hidden source of dark despair. 


See, the death-wing'd LicaTninG fly; 
Desolation marks its way! 

Fatal as the vengeful Eye, 
Fixing on its destin'd prey. 


Dreadful ThunxDers, threat'ning roll, 
Viewless, *midst the turbid clouds ! 


So, the fierce relentless soul 
HAT E's empoison'd arrow shrouds, 


See, the billowy Oct an's breast, 
Sway'd by ev'ry wav'ring wind, 

Rises, foams, and sinks to rest, 

Fick E as the HUMAN MIND! 


Sweetly blooms the Ros E of May, 
Glitt'ring with the tears of Moxn : 

So insidious SMILES betray, 
While they hide the treach'rous Trorn, 
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Mark gay Summer's glowing prime, 
Shadow'd by the twilight gloom ; 
So the ruthless wing of Time 
Bends the FairesT to the Tous. 


MoraL1sT! where'er you move, 
O'er vast NaTuRE's varying plan, 

Ev'ry changing scene shall prove, 
Asa D EPITOMuE or Max! 


STANZAS 


TO 
MY BELOVED DAUGHTER, 


On seeing her gather ſome Pensees®*, 


— -— 


FoRBEAR, rash Maid; thy hand restrain ; 
Nor with yon gentle victim stain 
A breast so fair, so true! 
Ah! think, the little harmless flow'r 
Lives but a transient sunny hour, 
Ere doom'd to fade like you. 


Though silken chords around it twin'd, 


One sad, short day, its stems may bind; 
Vain is the harsh decree! 

Its magic form no spell can hold; 

Still shall it triumph uncontroul'd; 
For THoucarTs are ever free. 


And if those Bu bs, so sweet, so fair, 
Can *scape the bold intruder's snare, 
THEe1R triumph should be THIN E; 
For, like thy pure and tender heart, 
TaEy scorn the feeble aid of Ax r, 
And glow with charms divine. 


Pente is the French word for thoughts. 
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Then let soft SYMPATHY prevail; 
No more the gentle leaves assail! 

An ! let them bloom THEIR Hour ! 
Take not what bounteous NaTURE gave; 
But learn to cherish, and to save ; 

THEN TRIUMPH IN THY Pow's! 


DDr DD  — —— oo 


STANZAS 


TO THE 


AUTHOR OF A CELEBRATED TRAGEDY. 
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THE Raixzow glows with orient dyes, 
Amidst a show'r of EvEninG's tears; 
And brighter, through dark low'ring skies, 

The burning eye of Moxx appears. 


Through the thick mists of Ebon air, 
The dazzling lightnings shoot their way; 
So, *midst the clouds of dire despair, 
Transcendent Gen1vs darts its ray. 


The tissue-vested Queen of Night 
Sails o'er the leafy-curtain'd bowr's ; 

While round, like silver spangles bright, 
Heav'n's dews adorn the FAIK EST FLow'Rs., 


Thus, when thy TAE of gentlest woes, 
The sensate Minp enraptur'd feels, 
O' er the soft Eye, where feeling glows, 

The lucid veil of Pity steals. 


Il 


STANZAS, 


Those Or Bs, that like the di'mond burn, 
When gem'd with passion's tears, inspire 


Delicious Love's benign return, 
And pierce the SouL through FLoops or FIRE! 


But when thy radiant Mus ascends 
The loftier themes of magic art, 

Such rapture with her pathos blends, 

That tears of madd*ning transport start! 


The touch that boist'rous Fol L knows, 
Extatic joy shall vainly boast ; 

While Garer such melting pow'r bestows, 
That Paix in thrilling BL1ss is lost! 


Let oTHERs court the sportive Musk, 
And strike the ear with flippant art; 
Whilst thou, a prouder strain shalt chuse, 
A strain THAT VIBRATES ON THE HEART! 


STANZAS, 


— ᷑— - — ——— — — 


— — — 


PRESENTED WITH A GOLD CHAIN RING. 


* 
—— —— 


— — 


OH! take these little easy chains; 
And may they hold you while you live; 
For know, each magic link contains 
The richest treasure I can give! 


An EmBLEm—earnest of my Love! 
Puke as the gold that forms the toy; 
The more tis try'd, the more twill prove 

Beyond the touch of base alloy. 


As EVEN as the Links shall be 
The giver's Mind, that scorns to range; 
And like the HEART ordain'd for thee, 
They may be BroKE ! but cannot change! 
Then, take the little shining toy, 
And may it never quit thy sight; 
And let it be my proudest joy, 
To know uy Caains, though lasting, L1GHT ! 


yon nn EI nn 
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THE 


NUN's COMPLAINT. 
—— EEE ELL_—_— 


FROM THE ROMANCE OF 


VANCENZA. 


WITHIN this drear and silent gloom 
Forlorn Louis A pines, unknown; 
Fate shrouds her in a living tomb; 
And Heav'n relentless hears her groan ! 
Yet, glim'ring through the shades of woe, 
The Tea of fond regret shall flow. 


Yon lofty wall. that mocks my grief, 
Still echoes with my Eveninc pray'r ; 
The gale that fans the trembling leaf, 
Shall waft it to the realms of air ; 
Till, prostrate at the throne of Heav'n, 
Unpitied Love shall be forgiv'n. 
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Or, if to endless sorrow born, 
If doom'd to fade a victim here, 
Still pining, friendless, and forlorn, 
Ah! let Ret1ic1ox drop one tear! 
Like holy incense shall it prove, 
To heal the wounds of hopeless Lovs ! 


Ye black*ning clouds that sail along, 
Oh! hide me in your shades profound ; 
Ye whisp'ring breezes, catch my song, 
And bear it to the woods around : 
Perchance some hapless Trxav*'LLER's feet 
May wander near this dread retreat ! 


Ah! tell him, Love's delicious strain 
No rapture yields, no joy inspires, 
Where cold REL1ic1on's icy chain 
Has long subdu'd its quiv'ring fires ! 
No ray of comfort gilds the gloom 
That marks the with'ring VESTAL's tomb! 


'The RUBY GEM, within my breast, 
Now faintly glows with vital heat ; 
Each warring passion sinks to rest; 
My freezing pulses slowly beat! 
Soon shall my languid eye-lids close, 
And DeaTH's stern mandate seal my woes! 
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Then, when the VIXOIx's matin song 
Shall *midst the vaulted roof resound, 
Haply the tuneful SR AH throng 
Shall whisper gentle PiTY round; 
While VisTuve, sighing o'er my bier, 
Shall drop, unseen, a $ainTED Tear! 


li 


0 


STANZ As. 
— 
| A 
WHEN the bleak blast of Wix TER howls o'er the blue hill, : 
And the valley is stripp'd of its verdant array, + 
Whenthe Moon faintly gleams o'er the frost-silver'd spray, 
And the yellow leaves flit o'er the the ice mantled rill : 
A 
The poor simple OrrsrRIN O of labour and care, y 
By his turf-lighted hearth, sits resign'd to his lot, 
While the flame of aſſection illumines his cot, 
And the often-told tale cheers the gloom of despair, 
| DET A 
For him the blest beam of the soul-speaking eye, 
The smile of pure Love, have their raptures in store; 1 
And though the wild storm round his threshold shall roar, 
He sinks to soft Slumber, and dreams but of Jo v. 
F 


No Hor ELESS fond Pass iox corrodes in his breast; 
His rude rushy pillow invites to repose ; 
No couch of light down and rich fragrance he knows, 
But he knows what is 5weeter—a PALLET OF ResT ! 


For, what are the pleasures the world can bestow— 
The gay, mirthful scene, or the banquet profuse ? 
What the laurel of Fa uE, or the song of the Mus, 
When the heart bleeds in SiLENCE, the victim of Wot ? 
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O'er each prospect of bliss, that fond Fancy illumes, 


Il 


The fix'd brow of Paub BNE frowns sadly severe, 
While my cheek, warm with blushes, is chill'd by Love's 
tear, 
And the sigh of Recrer fans the flame that consumes : 


For, perish the heart that can meanly desire 
The cold balm of P1Ty to sooth its-despair ! 
My passion shall ccern the dear object to hare, 

And, exulting in Silence, shall proudly expire / 


Ves, in SILENCE, PROUD SILENCE, I'll muse o'er his worth, 
Though RREFLECTIOx shall steal the faint Roy/e from my | 
Cheek, 
Though my Eye's faded lustre its poison shall speak, 
And my heart-bursting sighs bend my Frame to the EaxTa! 


Then rest, my sad bosom—henceforth be at peace! | 
Thy Horks and thy AncGv1ss will shortly be o'er : | 
Stern PRUDENCE shall frown on thy Pass ox no more; 

For in DeaTH's cold embrace all thy sorrows shall cease ! 


. 
, 


———— —— — — 
— — — 


* 


&«& To-morrow, and to-morrow, and t0-merrow, 
« Creeps in this petty face from day to day, 


„„ Jo the last ſyllable of recorded time. 
SHAKESPEAR's Mac rx. 


REFLECTIONS. 
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AH! wo has pow'r to say, 
To-uORROw's Sun shall warmer glow, 
And o'er this gloomy VALE or Woe 
Diffuse a brighter ray ? 


Ah! wno is ever sure, 
Though ALL that can the soul delight, 
TRAISs Hovk enchants the wond'ring sight, 


These raptures will endure? 


Is there, in LI E“'s dull toil, 

One certain moment of repose, 

Ox ray to dissipate our woes, 
And bid RerLEecTion smile? 


What is the MIN D or Man? 
A Cnaos where the Pass10Ns blend, 
Unconscious where the Mass will ENo, 


Or when it first BEGAN | 


2 
o | 4 
— 4 


H. 
— 


ll 


REFLECTIONS. 
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In Cx1LDrooD's thoughtless hours, 
We frolic through the sportive day ; 
Each path enchanting, sunny, gay, 

ALL deck'd with gaudy flow'rs! 


In L1rz's maturer prime, 
We wander still in search of Peace ; 
And, as our weary toils encrease, 
Fade in the glooms of Time. 


From scene to scene we stray, 
Still courting PLeasuRE's fickle smile; 
While suE, delighting to beguile, 

Still farther glides away. 


We seek Horz's gentle aid; 
We think the lovely PHanToM pours 
Her balmy incense on those flow'rs, 
Which blossom, but to fade! 


We court Love's thrilling dart; 
And when we think our joys supreme, 
We find its raptures but a dream— 

Its boon, a wounDeD HEART! 


We pant for glitt'ring Faus ; 
And when pale Envy blots the Pace, 
That might have charm'd a future age, 
We find *tis but a Name. 
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We toil for paltry OxE; 


And when we gain the golden prize, 
And Drarz appears !—with aching eyes 
We view the USELESS STORE | 


We bask in Frx1ExnDsniP's beam; 
But when malignant Cares assail, 
And FoxTuxe's fickle favours fail, 

We find *T1s BuT a DREAM! 


We pine for idle joy; 
IxTEM'RANcE leads to sure decay; 
The brightest POS P ECTS fade away; 

The sweetest s Oo N ESN CLOY ! 


How frail is BE AUT T's bloom! 
The dimpled CuEEK—the sparkling Eye, 
Scarce SEEN, before their wonders fly, 

To decorate a Toms |! 


Then, since this fleetmg breath 


Fs but the ZeyHYR of a day, 
Let CoxnscritEnce make each MinuTE, car! 


And brave the shafts of Dzarn ! 


And let the gen'rous Mind 
With P1Ty view the erring throng, 
Applaud the x1GnT— forgive the WRONG, 
And yEEL for ALL Manxiny ! 


\\ 


| 
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For wHo, ALas ! shall say, 
„ To-Morrow's Sun shall warmer glow, 
« And o'er this gloomy VALE of Woe 

« Diffuse A BRIGHTER Rar.” 


HIM 


WHO LAMENTED SEEING A BEAUTIFUL WOMAN WEEF, 


THE lucid 7. ear, from LesB1a's eye, 
Down her soft cheek in pity flows; 

As ETHER drops forsake the sky, 
To cheer the drooping, blushing Ross. 


For, like the Sun, her eyes diffuse 
O'er her fair Face so bright a ray, 
That Tears must fall like heav'nly De zus, 
Lest the TWIx Rosts fade away. 


I 


AH! cease thy sad prophetic song; 
Which says, © thou wilt not love me long ;” 
Lest, by reproach so keen from you, 

My DeaTH may prove the sentence TRUE! 


But rather say, thy FaiTHa to prove, 

« No earthly pow'r can change thy love:“ 
Such bliss the gentle thought will give, 
I'll proudly own its TxuTH—aND LIVE |! 


To 


THE SAME. 


AH! tell me not that jealous fear 
Betrays a weak, suspicious mind: 
Were I less true, and thou less dear, 
I should be blest, and thou be kind! 


But while, by giddy Fancy led, 
In search of Joy you wildly rove,— 
Say, can my Mix p be free from dread, 
When ev'ry sense is chain'd by Love ? 


Yet, soon my anxious fears shall cease, 
Since I am doom'd from HRE to part; 
That day will give me lasting peace; 
For, oh! that day wiLL BREAK MY HEAKT! 
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THE SAME. 


ON the base shrine of sordid Love, 
Lay all the gems of IxDIA's shore! 

My mind such gifts will never move: 
Give me thy HearT—lI ask no more! 


Or, if thou think'st thy throbbing breast 
Would scarce endure a vacant space; 
Ah, set thy fearful HEART at rest; 
Pl give thee min, to fill its LACE! 
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THE SAME. 


lj 
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Say not, that minutes swi/tly move, 
When blest with those we fondly love ; 
Alas! each moment seems to me 

An Age of Bliss—when blest with TREE! 


But torn away from THEE, my friend, 

The weary scene would guickly end; 

For like the lightnings, fraught with ill, 

The pang, though sHoRT, WOULD SURELY K1LL ! 


— — . — RR DTIC CCI R"EXIERERIETIEEEZESDS 
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SONG, 


INSCRIBED TO MARIA, 


MY BELOVED DAUGHTER. 


THE Roe that hails the morning, 
Array'd in all its sweets, 
Its mossy couch adorning, 
The Sux enamour'd meets · 
Vet, when the warm beam rushes 
Where, hid in gloom, it lies, 
O'erwhelm'd with glowing blushes, 
The hapless victim dies! 


SwEET Mad, this Ros E discovers 
How frail is BeauTY's doom, 
When Flatt'ry round it hovers 
To spoil its proudest bloom. 
Then shun each gaudy pleasure 
That lures THEE on to fade, 
And guard Tay Beauty's treasure, 
To decorate A SHADE! 


THE 


SNAKE AND THE LINNET. 
— ES 


A FABLE. 


BESIDE a Woo, whose lofty shade 
O'ercanopy'd the neighb'ring glade, 
Where no rude wand'rer's step was seen 
To print the dew that gem'd the green; 
Where many a wild-flow'r, scatter'd round, 
Shed fragrance o'er th* enamel'd ground ; 
Beneath a branch, of verdant hue, 

To chaunt its lays, a LIN NET flew ; 
Tir'd of its life, it sought repose, 

And pour'd its plaint, to sooth its woes ; 
For long the tuneful feather'd choir 

Had vex'd its heart with envious ire ; 
And, conscious of its sweeter lays, 

With insult mock'd its harmless days. 

Its soft song echo'd through the grove, 
Mild as the murmurs of the Dove ; 

Not e'en the LAREk's melodious throat 
Could emulate its thrilling note, 
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Oft, at still EveninG's hour, it flew 
To sip the drops of scented dew 
That, trickling from the cowslip's head, 
Adorn'd with pearls its mossy bed ; 
While OwLs and Ravens, hov'ring near, 
With screams discordant din'd its ear; 
For hateful to the envious throng, 
Are the sweet sounds of *witching song; 
And vainly shall its magic steal 
O'er the dull mind that cannot feel. 
Near, on a bank, with flowrets drest, 
A speckled ReyTiLE form'd its nest; 
Oft would it writhe in wanton play, 
And bask beneath the solar ray. 
The SNAKE the gentle WARBLER spy'd 
In all its charms—in all its pride ; 
And, dazzled with its lustrous dies, 
Its shining form, its brilliant eyes, 
Flew round its head with curious gaze, 
And wanton'd *midst its leafy maze ; 
But, ah! the LinxeT's 'witching strain 
Assail'd its TASTELESS Ears in vain; 
For the fell SNAKE, with murd'rous art, 


Glanc'd at its breast, and srunc ITS HEART! 


'Tis thus the fairest forms invite, 


With glitt'ring charms, the wond': ing sight: 


2 
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We gaze upon the beauteous mien, 

Nor dread its mischiefs, while unseen ; 

Nor feel, that op EST WoRTH CONFEssS'D, 
Enflames with rage the ENVIOUS BREAST; 
While Mean and FULSOME FLATT'RY finds 
A welcome pass —To vuLGar MinvDs. 


— 
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IMPROMPTU 


— 


ON AN 


ANTIQUATED AND SPLENETIC BEAUTY, 


— - 


WHEN Mrxa bloom'd at gay fifteen, 
Mankind proclaim'd her Beauty's Quezn, 
And ev'ry heart ador'd her ! 
Now Myxa trembles at threescore ; 
The barb'rous sex, alas! no more 
A single glance afford her! 


Now SLANDER occupies her hours, 

And SPLEEN her wither'd frame devours ; 
Of envious fate complaining ! 

"Tis thus we see the Ros E decay, 

And all its beauties fade away, 
The THrorn alone remaining! 


I 


— 
— 


 STANZAS 


TO THE MEMORY OF A YOUNG LADY, 


As Heav'n's own Bram awakes the gentle flow'r, 
And sheds its beauties *midst refulgent day; 

So, by the sacred influence of its pow'r, 
The fragile blossom droops, and fades away. 


Thus, by each rare, celestial gift adorn'd, 
The meek Louis flourish*'d—and decay'd; 

The purer graces to their HRA v' x return'd, 
And only leſt to Earth, a beauteous shade. 


Yet shall fond Mru' Rr oft recall to view, 

Those saint-like VIR urs, once to mortals giv'n; 
While fond Regret shall pay the tribute due, 

And point to kindred Souls, THe PATH To Heav'n, 


— « 
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A ROSE. 


Cou r, fragrant Ros E, unfold thy blushing breast; 
That breast, with aromatic charms replete-!. 
There let my eyes a thousand beauties greet, 


While with the pearly tears of morning drest! 


Come, let me press thee to my trembling lip, 
Breathe on thy silky leaves of loveliest hue, 

And, from each crimson fold, blest balsam sip, 
On my pale cheek thy emblem to renew. 


Delusive hope! a killing frost severe 
Withers thy soft enchantments while I gaze; 
The rude gale round thy op'ning bosom plays, 
And holds in crystal bonds, morn's lucid tear; 


ST1LL, vanquish'd Ros EI sT1LL art thou dear to me, 
Frost- nipt in youth, and doom'd to rape like THERE. 


* 3 


SONNET 


WRITTEN ON THE SEA SHORE. 


Y ON smooth expanse, that wooes the parting ray, 
To spread a golden mantle o'er its breast; 
Or when serene, in em'rald lustre drest, 


With panting bosom meets the rising day ! 


So calm, so lovely, to the Wax D'RERR's eye! 

Ah! little does the hapless victim know 
; That treach'rous QUuicksanDs, and rude Rocks of woe, 
Conceal'd beneath the shining surface lie; 


Till the dread Hurricane, with hoist'rous breath, 
Howls from all points to rouse the sleeping wave; 

While, thron'd upon the wind, remorseless DEATH 
Points to his dark dominion of the Gzave ! 

So MorTaLs, led by PLEASURE's smiling train, 


Grasp at the Ros ATE WREAT RH, and find the Thorns of 


Pain! 


SONNET 
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AMICUS. 


WHEN the poor Ex1LE, who, the live-long night, 
Mark'd the pale moon-beam trembling on the wave, 
Doom'd, cold, forlorn, the howling winds to brave, 

From the bleak mountain, spies Mor n's silv'ry light; 


Soon he forgets his toilsome journey past, 
With patient smile descends the rugged steep, 
And in the valley, shelter'd from the blast, 


Looks gaily forward, and forgets to weep ! 


So the sad TrRav*'LLER, in this world of care, 


Led through the mazy labyrinths of pain; 
Sooth'd by false vows, and chill'd by cold disdain, 


By turns, the slave of Hope, and dark Despair ; 
Still finds the balm, his anguish to beguile, 


In TxuTHa's unerring voice, and FriENDsSH1P's TEMPER'D 


SMILE. 
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SONNET 


To 


INDEPENDENCE. 


SUPREME, ENCHANTING Pow's ! from whose blest source 
The human mind receives 1ts purest joys, 

"Tis thine to check OyryrEss10Nn's baneful course, 
And smile indignant on AMBIT1ON's toys! 


Thy calm and open eye alike disdains 

The TyranT's threat, and the smooth FLAT T' RER“'s art; 
The wealthy SYcoPpHaNnT, in gilded chains, 

Or the Fair Mask, that hides the RECREANT HEART. 


O Nymph ador'd ! still let my bosom share 
Thy conscious joys, thy extacies divine! 
Let tinsel Grokiks deck the brow of CARE; 
ConTENT and INDEPENDENCE shall be mine! 
So, will I shun the base and little crowd, 
Pitying the servile SLavEs—UNP1TIED BY THE PROUD! 
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TC 


HOPE. 


An! BEAUTEOUS SYREN | shall I still believe, 

And, charm'd with dazzling vissions, cease to mourn ? 
Wilt thou not still, with dulcet voice, deceive, 

And promise raptures, that will ne'er return? 


Oft have I seen thee hov'ring o'er my breast, 
Thy $s1Lv'rxyY Wiss diffusing lustre round; 

Oft hast thou spread with FLow'zs a couch of rest; 
And oft my brows with BuppinG LAURELSs bound! 


Yet, ere the Morn of joy its radiance spread, 
Dim shadows veil'd the glories of the hour; 
And o'er the sunny prospect darkness shed! 
Then fly, deluding PR Ax Trou, from my bow'r, 
Where RESIONATIOx, by calm Reasox led, 
Shall smooth the path of Fark, nor court Tar 
TREACH*ROUS Pow's! 


SONNET, 


Written at Sea, in the Month of September, 1792. 
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WHILE o'er the waste of waters, loud and deep, 
I dimly trace the cliffs of AL BIO 's shore, 

While low'ring shadows o'er the Oct an sweep, 
And wild winds whistle, as the billows roar ; 


For the poor hopeless Marines I weep, 
For friends far off, and destin'd to deplore, 


Who on their downy pillows 5afely sleep, 
While ne, alas! is doom'd to wake no more! 


Yet, why should Fancy, oTHERs woes reveal? 
Have I not felt the rudest storms of Fate, 
And prov'd each pang the hopeless breast can feel ? 
Then, Fox Tux, I defy thy fiercest hate! 
Henceforth each sensate nerve be hard as steel; 
For where Desya1r resides, REFLECTION comes ro 


LATE! 
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AMICUS. 


WHEN, ofer the darken'd globe, the wings of night 
Sprinkle soft dews, or fan the chilling wind; 

The solitary Love, hid from sight, 
On the bleak Roc x, sits mournfully reclin'd ! 


Fix'd in the spells of melancholy thought, 
Unmov'd he hears the waves that dash below; 
While his fond heart, with dire distraction fraught, 


Feeds on the misery of ling'ring woe! 


But when the jocund day, above the HiLts 
Lifts its bright crest, the murky shadows fly ; 
Hope's soothing voice his soul with rapture fills, 
And checks the tear, just trembling in his eye ; 
So the lov'd Mus flies from the vapid throng, 
Till charm'd, and waken'd, by Thy puLceT Soxc, 
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MEMORY. 


O THrov ! whose vivid TABLE still retains 
A scene diversified with colours fair; 

Where yet the glowing HAND of YouTH remains, 
Arrested by the envious spells of Care; 


Where flow'rs and odours, spread profusely sweet, 
ST1LL please and fascinate my pensive eye; 
And Tru, with tardy pinions, gliding by, 

Spreads a calm soothing shade, my sense to greet ! 


Still to my mind, consoling visions bring ; 
And when my Summer Morn shall fade away, 
And WinTER bids thy TaBLET puRE, decay, 
White-bosom'd Fair shall point ETERNAL SprING; 
For, as I trace thee back, with mind serene, 


Fair ConscitEnce bids me $MILE, NOR DREAD THE 


CLOSING SCENE! 
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FAME. 


PROUD Cui or Gex1vs! whose immortal hand 
Binds the BrsT WR EATAH about the brows of Tims ! 
Who, seated on a STARRY throne, sublime, 

Defies the threats of dark OBLIVIOx's band! 


How BLEsT are THOSE, who foster'd by THY pow'r, 
On the bland eminence, can smile at FarER! 
And look with erry down, where cares devour, 
And PpoOR D1isTiINnCT1ons mark the vainty GREAT! 


ALL Trains, save THEE, must fade and be forgot: 
The Sox of Avarice leaves his glitt'ring store; 
The sCEPTRED hand decays—and Beauty's lot 
Is like a flow'r's, to bloom, and be xo MORE! 
But THov ! 1LLUSTRIOUS, from thy x1xDRED sky, 
Sprung from a source DIVINE, SHALT NEVER DIE! 
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TIME. 


INSATIATE Drsror ! whose resistless arm 
Shatters the LoyrTiEsT FaBric from its base; 
And tears from BzxauTy every magic charm, 
And robs proud NaTuRE of her loveliest grace! 


ST1LL art thou x1NnD ; for as thy pow'r prevails, 
As Act comes onward, menacing decay; 

As warmth expires, and numbing frost assails, 
And life's faint lamp presents a quiv'ring ray; 


Tis THINE to reconcile the tranquil breast; 
To prove, that sublunary joys are vain ; 
To turn from Pour, and all its IXS EIL train, 
And seek the $s1LENT paths of MENTAL REST. 
So, from the deadliest Poisox, chymic art 
Extracts a healing BALM, TO TRANQUILL1SE THE HEART! 


— — — 
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«© AnsENCE leſſens ſmall paſſions, and increaſes great ones; as the uind 
« extinguiſhes tapers, and kindles fires.” 


RocxEFoucauLlT's Mon Al Maxivs. 
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TELL ME, that NaTURE welcomes rosy S RING; 
That PLexnTyY weaves a garland for her breast; 
That SUMMER spreads her renovated wing, 
And smiles, in gay and glowing colours drest ; 
Tell me, that RayTvuRE is her handmaid fair; 
But tell me not, that AzsENnce cures DESPAIR! 


Tell me, auTuUMNaL Suns, with fiercer pow'r, 
Come darting forth, Earth's bosom to adorn ; 
That many a whisp'ring gale, and silky flow'r, 
Welcomes the lustrous glances of the morn ; 
Tell me, that round her flutters fragrant air ; 
But tell me not, that ABsExcEe cures DESPAIR! 


Tell me, that WinTzr's howling winds, and rain, 
Strip the thatch'd Cor, and scatter ruin wide; 

That Sv os thick falling on the chearless plain, 
The scenes of pastime, and of labour hide; 

Tell me, that Man is but the prey of care; 

But tell me not, that ABSEN CE cures DesPair 


184 STANZAS. 


11 


— 2 
— — — 


Tell me, that melodies in ev'ry grove 


Steal to the breast, and charm each throbbing vein, 
That Hops gives swiftness to the wings of Love, 
| 5 1 C 
Þ Averts his dart, and heals his direst pain, 
| And bids blithe youth his softest transports share; 
g But tell me not, that ABSEN CT cures DES PAIR! . 


ih 


And binds each captive sense in thraldom sweet; 
That GENIUS mocks the sting of envious art; 

That baseness only, cherishes Deceir ; 
| Tell me, that FaLs:t Hoop, CAN Dbouk's mask can wear; 
| | But tell me not, that ApsExnce cures DesPalr! 
| 


| Tell me, that BRA ur x fascinates the heart, 
| 
| 


ih Tell me, that WeaLTH can purchase short-liv'd Fa uE; 
4 That Par can trample on meek modest WoxrRH; 
That Ip1oT souls are flatter'd by a Name ; 

That Gul is sanction'd by superior BIX TH; 
Tell me, that Vice assumes a semblance FAIR; 
But tell me not, that ABSsEN CE cures DES PAIR! 


Tell me, that Reason comes with sober eye, 

< To wean the soul from life's delusive toys; 

bi That dauntless TRUrn, and mild PHILOSOO RH, 
Lead in their train unperishable joys; 

Tell me, that Wisdom laughs at taunting Care; 
But tell me not, that ApsENCE cures DES HAIR! 
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Each scene I've mark'd, and mark'd them all decay; 
vouth, Hope, meek-bosom'd Friendſhip, Pleasure, Pain; 

Cold Wix TER's storms, and SUMMER's radiant day; 
Tezura's mental bliss, and FoLLy's low disdain : 

And though condemn'd each mortal ehange to share, 

Still found, that Ans EN CE could not cure Desyain ! 
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ZEPHYRUS. 


. 


WRITTEN IN AUGUST, 1793. 


LIGHT Zzravxvs! gay child of SprinG! 
BLITHE SYLPHI1D ! whose transparent wing, 
Waving beneath the sev'ring spheres, 
Bespangled o'er with MorxninG's tears, 
Drops tepid perfumes on the EarTH, 

To cheer her buds, just wak'd to birth; 

Or faint beneath the noonT1De ORB, 
Whose rays thy gentle breath absorb, 

In the cool covert seek'st for rest 

On the young Ros 's blushing breast; 

Oh! come, and o'er my fev'rish head 
Salubrious gales in pity shed; 

And let my quickly throbbing heart 

Confess thy MORE THAN CHYMIC art! 

For, ana! no cyYmic art I find, 

Can boast a charm to soothe THE MIND! 


Light Zerurxus! whose balmy breath 
Has pow'r to check the shaft of DAT 


I! 


TO ZEPHYRUS. 


Who, on celestial pinions borne, 

Canst pierce the DuncGton's dome forlorn, 
And round the with'ring MouzxNntk throw 
The healing balm to cure his woe, 

To steal the drop that wets his cheek, 

The trembling badge of SufPrance meek ; 
Thou lov'st on seraph wings to move, 

The sacred extacy to prove; 

Which only to THY power is giv'n, 
SWEET, VIEWLESS DELEGATE OF HEay'n! 
To hover o'er the drear domain, 

Where SLAv'Rx rings the TYranT's chain; 
While pestilential vapours rise 

To smother Ecno's rending sighs; 

And Fam1ne spreads her filmy snare, 

To shroud the victim of Desyair ! 

Just when the WET AEH“s startled ear, 
Unus'd consoling sounds to hear, 

Awaits the dire approach of Fark, 

That bolts th' 1MPENETRABLE GRATE, 
Thou, whisp'ring, com'st with lenient aid, 
To dissipate the pois'nous shade; 

While, 'midst the gloom, fair Hor: appears, 
And, smiling, points to happier years; 

And to the pining suff”rer's eye, 

Shews a bright gleam of promis'd joy ! 


B b 2 


CCC Y 


738 TO ZEPHYRUS. 


— ——_—— ws 
/ 


| 


Meek offspring of sERENESTH Hours, 
Who lov'st to sport in shady bow'rs; 
And, with thy little rustling wing, 

To trim the painted By ps of Sp RING, 
And brush away the barb'rous swarms 
That feed upon their infant charms; 
Tis thine to flutter o'er their hues, 
And scatter wide the envious dews 
That soil their variegated heads, 

And bow them to their native beds: 
Then, since thy breath can health bestow 
On the meek Brossou, faint and low, 
Swerr ZepayYRUs! Mx Solace be, 
And med'cine gentle Pzace To me! 


Ah! come on SUummER's burning breast, 
And with thee bring heart-soothing Rest; 
Come, and recall the vivid glow 
That fades upon my cheek of snow ; 

So, nipt by WIxTER's chilling skies, 
The ALPINE ORCHISs“ blooms, and dies ! 


Sweet airy SYLPH ! with rapture fraught, 
Whose Form flies swifter far than THouGar ; 


Lighter than Goss0Mme8, that clings 
To sultry Eveninc's purple wings; p 


A flower that grows on the Alps. 


— — — 
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LiGHTER than down, by AuTumN spread, 
Upon the rugged THISTLE's head; 
Lighter than silv'ry dust that lies 

On May's enamel'd BurrERTIIES; 
Lighter than air, thy fingers fling, 

To vibrate on th EoLian string; 

Lighter than Vows, by falsehood hung 

On sportive Love's deceitful tongue; 

Oh! let thy balmy pinions shed 

Refreshing incense o'er my head; 

And ere this tedious LIFE is flown, 

Teach me, Tay magic skill to own; 

And let me feel the blest decree, 

That marks ones Day or HEALTH For we! 


I 


SOLITUDE. 


Hall, Sorirvos serene! thou nurse of thought! 
To whom the weary mind retires, to taste 

The blissful hour of exquisite repose ! 

Thou, who delight'st to dwell in shaggy woods, 
Whose variegated foliage hangs its shade 

O'er the rude margin of the mountain's brow ; 

Or, interwoven, down its sloping side, 

Spreads the dim horrors of a mid-day night ! 


Hail, pensive SoLITUDE ! whose footsteps stray 
Along the pebbly borders of the main, 
When from the eastern clouds the Sun darts forth, 
Lifting his glorious canopy of fire 
Above the pale horizon, spreading round 
A living world of undulating Light! 
Or seek the cool, and unfrequented bow'r, 
The bushy dell, or the dew-spangled grot, 
When the fierce Loxp or Noox, with flaming eye, 
Rolls furious o'gr the sapphire floor of heav'n; 
Or downward shoots his shaft of glitt'ring fire, 
Upon the sultry heath, and thirsty mead, 
To drink the ling'ring tears of Morn, that Kine 
On the young violet's aromatic breast: 
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Or, when, with humid hand, her purple robe 

Meek Twiticar draws, across the mountain's brow, 
Veiling its golden crest, in dusky shade 

Of cold, oblivious gloom, thou lov'st to sit, 

And watch the lamp of night, ethereal borne, 

Glide o'er the cavern'd cliff, whose torrents roar 
Down its stupendous sides, and foam to reach 

The desolated VALLE, lost below! 


Then, Sol Iirupk, *tis thine, in ev'ry gale 
To hear celestial breathings; from each hill, 
To quaff the balmy essence of the breeze; 
To mark, in every magic change of scene, 
The grand diversity of Nature's laws; 
Yet find in all, the EVER PRESENT Gop! 
Whose pow'r, sublime, with equal wonder moves 
In the small FLOwWRET, bursting from the sod, 
As in the sphere-crown'd EacLe's tow'ring wing! 


Tux wilt thou trace, with Faxcy's tearful eye, 
The once delicious scene; the rural cot; 
The village house of pray'r; the sun-burnt HIN D; 
The lowly children of the rushy roof; 
The flocks; the herds; and all the golden pride 
Of glowing Auruux, whelm'd beneath the flood. 


O sacrED SOLITUDE ! amidst thy scenes 
Of rapture infinite, thy ills are these : 
The ruthless catara& ; the midnight blast; 


192 SOLITUDE. 


— . ˙ —___— 


The death-wing'd tempcst ; and the with'ring bolt 
Of Heaven-avenging wrath! Nor art THow only 
Destin'd to endure, in solitary shades, 

The sad diversity of direful woe! 

The sweeping hurricane, the stormy hour, 

The fatal lightnings, and the whelming flood, 

Are but the emblems of disastrous life! 


Then, let me court THEE in thy gentlest form ; 
In lonely grottos ; and in verdant glens, 
Where the slow brook runs babbling from its source, 
And perfum'd zephyrs fan the fervid ray! 
Where MEDITATION, like an HERMA pure, 
With bosom, taught by mild philanthropy, 
In silence, mourns the miseries of Max! 
Creation's Loꝶx D! who, plac'd amidst the gems, 
The luxuries of Nature's vast domain, 
Still pants for more ; and, still impatient, grasps 
The glitt'ring 5H aDow of delusive joys ; 
The gaudy phantoms of a transient day; 
The breath of popularity, that turns 
Inconstant as the wind; the flatt'rer's ſmile; 
The wreath of Fame, embu'd with human gore; 
And worst of all- O agonizing thought! 
The paltry boast of Ta EASsURE; wrung, alas, 
From the torn bosom of the hapless SLAVE; 
The wretched offspring of a FitzRcer Sun! 
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For THESE, he wields the desolating Sword z 
Quits the dear mansion of domestic peace 

The lov'd companions of his native home; 

The social comforts, and the calm delights, 
That thronging round the blazing hearth, beguile 
The tardy winter's night: for these he dares 
The pois' nous vapours of infected climes, 

The torrid ray, or the pernicious blasts 

Of petrifying LayLand's chearless skies! 

For THESE he wanders far, o'er unknown seas, 

To tame the tribes barbarian, or explore 

The sad variety of human woes, 

Oh! blind, misguided, and mistaken Max! 

To leave the Gab EN of luxurious sweets, 

And wander *midst a DEs AR r, fraught with thorns. 


Ah! let me, in some shelter'd VaLLter, own 
A Cor ra, lowly, but secure from harm 
From the rude rioter, or caitiff wretch, 

Who, prowling by the twinkling starry light, 
Assails the houseless traveller, and bares 
Against his beating breast, the murd'rous knife. 
From such as THESE, secure, let sweet repose 
Strew on my pillow rude, the buds of SPRING, 
The opening treasures of the infant year ! 
There, let oblivious slumbers lull my mind, 
And harmonize the quickly throbbing pulse, 
That, through the creeping hour of day, endur'd 
The various thrills of extacy and woe, 
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And you, ye airy phantoms of the brain, 
Ye forms fantastical, or fraught with fear, 
Ch! fly the blest abode of gentle peace ; 

Nor with your agonizing spells assai! 
The weary senses, wrapp'd in balmy sleep! 
And when the Lax, the harbinger of Dar, 
Sweeps the blue ether, with exulting wing, 
And welcomes her approach with shrilly song, 
With THERE, P11 quaff the ever-winding rill, 
And feast upon the luxuries that rise 

From the warm boſom of the teeming earth! 
While HzaLTH, the blooming handmaid of Rerose, 


Shall smile upon my board, and give a zest 

To the rich banquet of content and joy, 
There the faint WanpEereR shall be my guest, 
With modest mien, and converse undefil'd ; 
Unvarnish'd emblems of the spotless soul! 
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And there, the legendary TaLE shall claim f 
The midnight hour serene; while the pale lamp : 
Shall feebly gleam upon the frugal board : 

Yet, not to these confin'd ; the loftier theme, 
The wing'd idea, and the soothing strain f 


Of Heaven-descended song, shall charm the soul, 
And give to ev'ry nerve a keener sense! 
There, shall the hoary sage, PüiLosorHx, : 
Unfold his sacred lore; while Wis pou's son 8 
Shall, smiling, smooth the rigid brow austere, 5 
And mingle in the scene of humbler bliss ! ; 
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On ! sweerT ReTiREMENT! if thy magic pow'rs 
Be such as THESE] thrice welcome to my soul, 
Enchanting guest! sublimest source of joy; 

For THEE, I'll quit th mercenary crew, 


Their cunning, and their crimes ; and all the train 


Of dire calamities, that dash their sous, 

Weigh'd down, and writhing with the pangs of guilt, 
On the wild ocean of tempestuous life, 

The sport of warring passions, and the slaves 

Of base DeceyT1ON, AvARICE, and CARE! 

Yet such are the mysterious ways of Heav's, 

That VirTvue oft endures the poison'd shaft; 

And, by a painful HORN road, the JusT 

Pursue their course to IMMORTALITY | 


In the deep gloom of a sequester'd wood, 
Far from the splendid sorrows of a Court, 
The venerable ELMOuR pass'd his days. 

A valiant knight he was ; and could the boast 
Of noble ancestry add fame to worth, 

All must have own'd his claims pre-eminent. 
Disgusted with the treach'ry of mankind, 
Grown old, and feeble, in the field of war, 
He clos'd his race of honour, as the Su x 
Amidst resplendent glory sinks to rest! 

One hopeful Boy, the solace of his soul, 
The onLY scion of the noblest tree 

That decorated Nature's wide domain, 
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Bless'd his declining hours, enlivening age 

With manhood's dawning grace! so the young Moon, 
Snatching its lustre from its PARENT ORB, 

With temper'd radiance gleams on ALPINE SNOWS! 
Oft, when the wint'ry hour pass'd slowly on, 

Of martial feats the hardy VeT*Ran spoke; 

Of bold achievements ; dang*rous enterprize; 
Illustrious deeds; and Men, whose eagle eyes 

Met the wing'd lance of death in fierce exploit! 

The gallant YouTH would listen to his Sire ; 

And oft the tear, that pity bade to flow, | 

Was quench'd by emulation's kindling flame, 

That rush'd in crimson lustre o'er his cheek ! 

The tale was oft repeated; still he found 

The repetition grateful to his soul! 

And when he spoke of Feups that shook the land; 
Of Warr1oRs, bleeding for their CounTRrYy's weal ; 
Of sturdy Hi x DS whose bosoms soar'd sublime, 

On heav*n-born LI BERT xX's immortal wing; 

The growing rapture glisten'd in his eye, 

Till every fibre throbb'd with proud applause ! 


The youthful Epmund oft, at early dawn, 
When TwiIIichr, with her dewy hand, unlock'd 
The golden portal of the rosy East, 

Would climb the mountain's fire-eacircled crest ; 
While, *midst the sev'ring skies, the coming ray 
Fashion'd a thousand strange and transient forms 
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Of orient pyramids, and fleecy hills, 

Tipp'd with the burnish'd glances of the Sun ; 
Tow'ring in bright perspective, point o'er point, 
And sailing on the pinions of the wind ! 

Then would he stand, in contemplation wrapt, 
And, gazing o'er the vast extent of space, 
Behold, half pleas'd, his cot, his native vale, 

His verdant meads, and dark embow'ring woods, 
Where Solitude, in awful splendour, reign'd ! 

«« Was Man ordain'd,” the pensive youth would say, 
« To waste his prime in indolence; or watch 
The dull succession of days, months, and years, 
In base inglorious ease? Why does he feel 
The burning ardour riot in his veins, 

«© But that superior bliss awaits the brave, 

« And the rapt mind, by inspiration wak'd, 

« Points the bland path of glory to his view?“ 


Enamour'd of the thought, awhile he paus'd ; 
While Reason, dawning on his swelling heart, 
Brought to his view the many wounding woes, 
That cross the trav'ler in his toilsome road; 
Then Mem'ry pictur'd all his Faraer's worth; 
The many scars that dignified his breast; 
His feeble age; his unrewarded toils ! 
The warm affeftion, the paternal zeal, 
So long, so fondly, and so nobly prov'd, 
Rush'd o'er his thought ! while, down his blushing cheek, 
The graceful tear of filial virtue stole! 
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One fatal morn, when SUmMER's gaudy hand 
Had dress'd the Lax DSA in its richest garb, 
The YouTn forsook his Cor! the winding path 
With trembling feet he press'd ; and oft he turn'd, 
To ponder on the scene of pleasure past; 

And when he view'd his Far HER's lowly roof, 
From the bleak summit of a neighb'ring rock, 

A thousand conflicts struggling in his breast, 
Awoke each wounded nerve, to pangs unknown, 


Unfelt before — now felt Too LATE FoR CuRE! 


The Sux rose high; the hills and vallies smil'd; 
The humid foliage, the pellucid streams, 

The op'ning flow'rs, the woodland melodies, 

All seem'd to welcome the resplendent hour! 

Six ELMOUR sought the treasure of his soul, 
But found him not! he call'd, alas! in vain: 
No voice, responsive, answer'd to his sighs, 
Such as was wont to gladden morn's approach, 
And bid ArcaD1a flourish in the wild! 
Madd'ning with anguish, fearing to enquire, 
Yet frantic to be told, he wander'd forth 

O'er hill and dale, through the long forest drear, 
The tangled labyrinth, and weedy waste; 

« On! my Los r Sox !” the gallant EL MO UR cried, 
« Yet stay awhile to close thy father's eyes, 
And bathe his ashes with a kindred tear!“ 


Now to th' embattled plains he bent his way, 
Where the contending Ros Es, RED AND WHITE, 
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Had scatter'd thorns upon a bleeding land; 

For well he knew the ardour of his Sox, 

And hop'd, amidst the laurels of renown, 

To trace his steps, or perish in the search. 

There is a SYmyParThyY in vaLiant Mix ps, 
That, as the MacxerT draws with unknown pow'r, 
Still turning to the same unvaried point, 
ATTRACTS, by proud SIMILITUDE of WorTH! 
Scarce had he reach'd the desolating scene, 

When, from a Bowuax's fatal quiver drawn, 
Adeath-wing'd Ax Row pierc'd his daunTLESs BaeasT! 
He fell sublime! as the tall forest Ox xk, 


By lightning shiver'd, smites the yielding ground, 


And hides, with BEAuTEOUus BRANCHESC, Nature's 


wreck |! 
« Now EDMunD, brave!” he cried, © my GLORIOUS 


Sox, 
« Where'er thou art, a FaTHER's blessing's THINE ! 


Forth from the ranks, attracted by the sound, 
Wild with despair, ill-fated Epmund rush'd, 
And, such was the mysterious will of Heav'n, 
Drew his own Arrow, blushing with TRE Source 
That fed the vital FounTain of His HEART. 


Awhile subdu'd, the frenzied hero stood, 
Like a proud Cepar, blasted by the storm! | 
Then, rushing to the arms of blood-stain'd War, 
Embrac'd his father's spirit in her breast! 
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Ox x Sop contained their ashes, moist with tears; 
While VIũ Tu scatter'd round 1MMORTAL WREATHS, 
AND wEPT to sce THE HAVOCK SHE HAD MADE | 


Ah! who can tell the various pangs that wait 
On sPEENDID Mis ER? the hidden woes, 
That thronging round the canopy of gold, 
Pernicious, moth- like, feed upon the wretch 
Who groans beneath the Pa EAN TRT or SrarE! 
Who can describe the agonizing throbs, 

The thirsty fevers, or the languid hours, 

That sated Luxury is doom'd to own ? 

Who can avert. the strongly-poison'd shaft 

Of Envy, glancing from the recreant soul? 

Or who can bear the slow-consuming touch 

Of unrequited Lov s ? the subtle smile 

Of insolent Dis pAIN; or the fell grasp 

Of keen Ix RATITU DE, © the child of Hell!“ 
Or who, but those, the worsT of human kind, 
Who batten on the miseries of Man, 

Would, robbing Nature of her ample means, 
Crouch the base knee, or prompt the fawning tongue 
To gain applause from IcnoRanceand Pribe ? 
Wo, that is blest with INTELLECT refin'd ! 
With sense, to know the dignity of Wok r R, 
The vast supremacy of innate TRuTH ! 

The majesty of MinD! the sacred glow 

That warms the Sox or Gen1vs, and expands 
The pure ethereal essence of the Sour, 
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Would, like an EAGLE, pouncing on a Wor u, 
Barter the proudest attributes of God, 
For the base joys of SuBLUnary Pow's? 


Tukx, wELCOME SoLITUpeE! The sphere is 
THINE, 
That gives the purest passions ample scope! 
That bids the soul beam with exterior grace 
Of light, reflected from the source within! 
And when its essence shall evaporate, 
Fann'd by the desolating wing of Tims ; 
When this dull scene of transitory life, 
And all its Sorrows, all its Joys are o'er; 
Ont sparkling Arou, from its prison clay, 
Shall soar, ro MINGLE WITH ITS NATIVE HEAVv' N! 


_Y 
— — 
— —  _—  — 
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SUPPOSED TO BE WRITTEN NEAR A TREE, OVER THE 


STANZAS 


—— 


GRAVE OF 


COLONEL BOSVILLE, 


Who was killed at LinctrLEs, in FLANDERS, in August 1793 · 


An! penſive trav'Iler, if thy tear 
E'er fell on valour's early grave, 
Arrest thy wand' ring steps, and here 
Lament the lot that waits the brave! 


—— 
—  —— 


Here let the moralist descry, 

The proudest tomb that man can claim; 
The glorious bed where heroes lie, 
Who perish'd for their country's fame. 


Here bind the laurel, steep'd in tears; 
Tears that in glowing youth he died; 
Blest with each charm that most endears 
His kindred's hope —his nation's pride! 


Oh! hallow'd turf! lone silent spot, 
Adorn'd with sorrow's gem sublime; 
E'en when the Muse ſhall be forgot, 
Thy fame shall brave the blasts of time 
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And thou, rude bark, preserve his name, 
Carv'd by some just recording hand; 
And, proudly conscious of that fame, 
Thy guardian branches wide expand. 


Keep from this sod, the pattering rain, 
The wint'ry wind, the drifted snow; 
And when blithe Summer paints the plain, 
Here let the sweetest flow'rets blow. 


No trophied column trimm'd with bays, 
No gilded tablet bears his name; 

A soldier boasts superior praise, 

A grateful country guards his fame. 


10 


MARI 4. 


WRITTEN ON HER BIRTH-DAY, OCT. 18, 1793. 
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To paint the lust'rous streaks of Morn, 
Along the pale horizon borne, 

When from AuroRa's opening eye 
Effulgent glory gilds the sky; 

Or yet a softer theme to fy, 

Of purple EvexnixG's humid wing; 

To trace the ca Car of NIGHT 

Along the rLAINS of STARRY LIGHT, 
Where the chaste GoppEss bends her way, 
Diffusing round a trembling ray ;— 

No more ſhail charm my pensive Mus, 
With transient forms, or varying hues : 
Tris nous my zezderer task shall be, 
Sweet pARLIN OG Maid, to sing of Tres ! 


Attend my strain, and while I blend 
The Guardian, Parent, Poet, FRIEND, 


I! 
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Believe, as each my verse shall prove, 
A picture fraught with TRUTH and Love, 
And every candid line impart 


The feelings of a MoTaex's heart! 


Oh! form'd to soothe the wounds of Fate, 
Dear sOLACE of my muurnful state“ 
THror, only blessing Heav*'sx bestows 
To shed meek pATIEN CE on my woes | 
Know- that in life's disast'rous scene, 
Whate'er my chegucr'd let has been, 

No hour was yet so dear to me 


6 „ 
As THAT BLEST HOUR which gave me THEE! 


From infant sweetness still I've trac'd 
Thy minD, with ev'ry ViRTuE grac'd— 
Still have I mark'd Time's ceaseless wing, 
Some new, endearing treasure bring ; 
While Hort, soft-whisp'ring, bid me gaze 
On bright'ning scenes of tant days; 
When, more matur'd, these dating eyes 
Should see the lovelier Woman rise, 
Adorn'd with all the modest grace 

That beam'd about thy infant FACE; 

Yet with a MIND more passing fair 


Than ALL that NaTuRE pictur'd THERE ! 


With such a MIN p, so richly stor'd ! 


Still mayst thou live, admir'd! ador'd! 
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Through life enjoy the bliss divine, 

That waits on innccence like THINE ! 

Still greet the Morn with conscious smile— 
With tranquil scenes the Hours beguile ; 
And, when the busy Day ſhall close, 

Still find a couch of ,t repose / 


For uE, so long ordain'd-to trace 

O'er Lirt's DARK WILD, a THORNY SPACE=— 
Still Ev'xy s0RROW doom'd to share; 

Still shall my heart those ſorrows bear : 

Nor will I mourn at FaTe's decree, 

If Heav'n, in pity, ſpares me Tree! 


Tal 
5 
2 
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So fast the countless tribes of falling worth 
Sirk to the eternal sleep of dusty death, 
That one wast laughter choaks the breast of EARTH, 
And the air THICK ENS with departing breath, 


ARNOs 
Ox Ac, oc r. 24th, 
1793. 
10 
ARNO 


| 


On! had I thought, that, from the tuneful train, 
The Musk of Arxo, for a while remov'd, 

To feed REFLECT1ON, with those scenes of pain 
O'er the wide globe, by erring Morals prov'd. 


Ere now, the blithesome song had met his ear, 
And bid his heart the mournful task forego ; 
Where ConTEMPLATION drops the pitying tear, 

And prints on Mem'ry's paye—a TALE of Woe! 


For what avails the balm of Human Love, 
The blest PHiLanTHROPY of souls sublime! 
While Man, imperious o'er his race ſhall prove, 
And deal the shaft of DzaTH, from clime to clime. 
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Wuar lifts the arm of desolating pow'r, 
That wages war with all the tribes of EARTH? 


The paltry triumphs of one little hour / 
The 5: more trivial claims of WEALTH and BIRTH! 


For THESE, the sword of wrath forsakes its sheath; 
For THESE, the BRoTHER *gainst the BROTHER turns! 
Round the pale Pax NT Sons in anguish breathe, 


And the heart BLEEDs with pity as 1T BURNS | 


O'er the dread scene Morn drops her softest tears, 
To heal the wounds on Nature's mangled breast ; 

And when the CIE his blood-stain'd banner rears, 
Day's Sov*rEicHn reddens, as he sinks to rest! 


Yet, as the M1LL1oNn woRLDs observe their course, 
And Each gives ALL its harmony supreme; 

So Laws were meant, with salutary force, 
To blend the chaos of Lirz's madd'ning dream! 


Yet were THOSE LAWS for ALL the race decreed; 
Th' omx1sCIExT Pow'n no partial boon assign'd, 
Nor bade the wwretch in low submission bleed, 


To glut the vengeance of th' insatiate mind / 


Wa spreads oppression where revengeful hate 
Leads the doom'd legions to th' embattled plain; 
Where flush'd Ambition hurls the lance of fate, 
And smiles, exulting, o'er the variant SLAIN ! 
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Nor can the Sor Hs 's eloquence prevail, 

Where God-like Re ason ponders o'er the plan; 
Where z/ls, accuMvuLATED 1LLs, assail 

The dearest BIX TH-RIOEHT of deluded Man ! 


That Birth-right, which the mind alone can save 
From innovation's desolating toil ; 

Which finds in every HEART, sublimely brave, 
Its BzsT ASYLUM, and its NATIVE Soll! 


For, let Sedition spread contagious woe; 
Os let the Warrior guell the daring Host! 
STILL in the breast of Man shall FREEDOM gl.. 


Its DEAREST INMATE, and its PROUDEST BOAST! 


Yet temper'd be its flame, and calm its ray; 

Let Reason trim the torch, by NaTuRe bright! 
Let its pure lustre mark that MENTAL day, 

That gilds CREATION With CELESTIAL LICHT! 


And let the MoxaLisT, with tearful eye, 

The plains of carnage contemplate, 5ubdu'd / 
Where, at the /Y:&or's feet, the vanguisb d lie; 

The Son, deep crimson'd with the FaTHzR's blood! 


Enough, RerLecT1on ! let the pensive Musk 
Turn from the scene where melancholy roves ; 

And let LIF Faxcy hveher tints diffuse 
O'er the gay region she so fondly loves! 
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Come, FRIENDSHi“ , come! and while the warring Host, 
Misguided, struggle for a Hort-liv'd claim, 

Give to the Mus that neveER-DYLNG boast, 
Which decks the wreath You consECRrATE To Fame! 


|! 
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FATE. 


SAY, when the captive bosom feels 


A magic spell around it wove, 
While o'er the cheek the soft blush steals; 
Say, is it Love? 


With pensive mien, and devious pace, 
To seek the dark embow'ring grove ; 
The pale moon's quiv'ring beams to trace; 
Say, 1s it Love? 


When, chain'd to one dear lonely spot, 
The bosom feels no wish to rove ; 
All other scenes of bliss forgot; 
Say, 1s it Love? 


To tremble, while o'er Fancy's eye 
A thousand dreadful viſions move ; 
To hope, to fear, to weep, to ſigh ! 
Say, 1s it Love? 
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To seek occasions false and weak, 
The DARLING OBJECT to reprove; 
To look, what language fails to speak 
Say, is it Love? 


To chide for ev'ry trivial crime; 
To bid him from your rage remove; 
To guide with Hor the wings of Tims ; 
Say, is it Love: 


To know no cheerful morn of rest; 
No balmy hour of ſleep to prove; 
To hold Philosophy a jest! 


Say, is it Love 


To cherish grief, nor dare complain; 
To envy sainted souls above, 
While jealous anguish rends the brain; 
Say, 1s it Love? 
Long have I,” doom'd, alas! to grieve, 
Against the fell enchantment strove 
Then FarE, ah! let me“ cease to live, 


OR CEASE TO LOVE }?”? 


EVENING MEDITATIONS 


ON 


St. ANNE's HILL. 


INSCRIBED TO 


THE RICHT HONOURABLE CHARLES JAMES FOX, 


Darv's glory fades! and now the rustic swain 
Hies o'er the mead, his task of labour done; 
While his small casement, glitt'ring on the plain, 

Bears the last lustre of the Sinking Sun! 


Here let m& pause to contemplate the scene, 

Where Thames, meand'ring, winds its silv*ry way, 
Silent and clear, its willowy banks between, 

Crown'd with tall spires, and deck'd with villas gay. 


Now all is glowing ! all sublimely sT1Lz ! 
Unheard, far off, I trace the length'ning team; 
The sportive group, swift pacing o'er yon hill; 
The pond'rous barge, slow gliding down yon stream! 
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Now fancy pictures to my pensive mind, 

Those days of yore, when Barons, wise and bold, 
The Sons of Virtue! friends of human kind ! 

Saw on yon mead* their deathless names enroll'd, 


There many a godlike breast exulting glow'd, 
While England's Monarch ratified their claim ; 
And FxEEDou, bending from her heav'n, bestow'd 
The sacred wRBATH of INDEPENDENT fame! 


That wREATH which mocks the empty boast of pride, 
Which blooms, immortal, as th* approving skies; 
Which dares Oppreſſion's with'ring frown deride, 
And midst a nation's smiles triumphant rise ! 


For what avails the boasted pomp of pow'r ? 
What, all the gems that regal temples bind? 

When Reasox ponders on the radiant hour, 
That gave celestial FREEDOM to mankind ! 


When in yon sacred vale th* enlighten'd throng, 
Chieftains, in LinerTY's instinctive cause! 

Spurn'd the vile shackles of imposing wrong, 
And vow'd to perish, or defend her laws! 


And thou, proud castle +, tow'ring to the sky! 
Round whose vast base the glassy currents shine; 
Thou bring'st, to Fancy's fascinated eye, 
The scenes of CHIVALRY that once were THINE 


* Runny Mead. + Windſor. 
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The midnight festival, the banner'd hall, 
Where dainty Dames, and valiant KxiGars, were 
rang*d, | 
With tempting looks, well fashion'd to enthral, 
While pitying sighs for am'rous vows exchang'd. 


There princely EDWARD *, England's youthful pride, 
In lawless dalliance wasted life's short prime ; 

With beauteous Sore, forgot his peerless bride, 
And, in Love's fetters, mock'd the wings of Time. 


There, Faw'rites, Hero:s, Priests, and Siatesmen, bow'd; 


2 * 2 5 2 
There Tyrants frown'd, or gentler Sov'reigas smil'd; 


While Tau ru, a stranger to the dazzling crowd, 
Fled, unregarded, to her native wild. 


Yon woods, sublimely tow' ring o'er the vale, 
In grand succeſſion rear their branches high; 

And, gently waving to the evening gale, 
Seem, with their leafy heads, to fan the sky! 


Oft have I mark'd, by day's retiring beams, 
Yon hamlet + sacred to the peaceful train; 

The fir-crown'd hills, and wand”ring shallow streams, 
The scatter'd buildings, whitening o'er the plains ; 


And oft, with tearful eye, intent survey'd 
That spot f, where Monkish Ignorance, enshrin'd, 
Bade Re ason perish in monastic shade, 
Spurn*'dNaTuRe's laws, and frozethe #uMan MIND. 


* Edward IV. + The village of Thorp. 
4 Chertſey, once famous for its monastry. 
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And though no trace remains, no column rude, 
No fretted wall, to mark the lonely bound; 
No consecrated floor, with records strew'd; 
No mould”ring shrine with crawling ivy crown'd; 


Yet, where the dust of KinGs was wont to rest, 
The straw-roof'd CorracE decorates the green; 
And meek S1mPL1iciTty, by Virtue drest, 
Presides, the guardian genius of the scene! 


Spurn not, ye Great, the tribes of humble birth, 
Nor turn indignant from their gambols rude ; 
THey wage not war against the Sons of Earth, 
Nor smile to see their bleeding foes subdu'd ! 


THey boast no titles to gloss o'er their crimes, 
If crimes they knew, yet far ABO VE descent ! 

Tux scorn the heraldry of modern times, 
The blazon'd tablet of a life 1LL spENT ! 


Where, in yon sloping VAaLE*, the harvest glows, 
Where Plenty bids the sons of labour smile! 
Once stern Oppression dealt unpitied woes, 
And VIX Tur wither'd in the grasp of GuiLe! 


There pamper'd Wols Ev, arrogantly great, 
Bade the bow'd Vassals tremble at his nod; 


Fed on the mis'ries of their lowly state, 
And scourg'd remonstrance with a tyrant's rod; 


* Esher, once the reſidence of Cardinal Wolſey. 


EVENING MEDITATIONS. 217 


There the rough Peasantry, inur'd to toil, 
Plough'd the tough glebe, or reap'd the yellow grain; 
Ver wept in anguish o'er the fruitful soil, 
Pinch'd by pale wanT, nor daring to COMPLAIN |! 


Who, that beheld the insolently proud 
Lord it, imperious, o'er the sons of worth, 
But shrunk with horror from the pamper'd crowd, 
The gilded automats of breathing earth! 


Poor transient shadows! ſince their sunny hour 
Sunk in Oblivion's solitary gloom, 

Fame, from her sacred store, has lent no flow'r, 
To bind the mould'ring fragments of the tomb! 


While PaTrIioT wokTH, though Fortune may deny 
That round its ashes gaudy wreaths should twine, 
Shall LIVE, immortal as its kindred sky, 
And claim the deathless title of Divine E! 


But soft! yon Star, just peering in the west, 
Proclaims pale twilight's melancholy hour; 
While owls, swift darting from their ivy'd nest, 


Mark, by their fliglit, where thick'ning vapours low' r. 


Then cease, my Mes! and be awhile forgot 
The busy world, its splendours and its woes! 
And smile to know that, ox TH1s * Favour'D SPOT, 


ONE HONEST HEART, ONE PaTRIOT Bos0M GLOWS | 


The Villa of the Right Hon. Charles James Fox. 
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A SIGH. 


Go, Sigh ! go, viewless herald of my breast, 
And breathe upon the roses of his cheek ! 

Play round his brow, with waving ringlets drest, 
And whisper, more than timid Love dares speak, 


Ah! steal not near his lip, presumptuous Sigh ; 
SuRE fascination will enthrall thee there, 
Nor tempt the dear, delicious, dang'rous snare, 
That lurks about the witckcraft of his eye ! 


But to his pensive ear impart my love ; 
In murmurs soft my tender woes relate; 
Tell him eternal anguish is thy fate, 

If cold indiff* rence should thy tale reprove. 


Trtx—if he scorns thee, come, poor trembling guest, 


And live the $1LENT TENANT OF MY BREAST |! 


| 
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Star, sparkling wand' rer! whither wouldst thou rove, 
From the dark confines of thy sapphire cell ? 
Why seek about that frozen Shrine to dwell, 
Whose senseless Idol spurns the pray'rs of love? 
Wouldst thou, an Icicle forlorn, unblest ! 
Hang on a chilling statue? or bestow 
Thy brilliant lustre on 4 marble breast, 
Like a pale PLANET, o'er a waste of Sxow ? 


STar, abje@ trembler! stay, and on my cheek 
Quench the bright flame, indignant pride illumes ; 
Come, ere the conscious fire its rose consumes, 

Nor, with ungrateful Love, a refuge seek! 

A nobler task, pellucid gem, be thine— 
Than, petrified by scorn, to deck nis myrtled shrine. 


— — —  ____ſtw 
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IN THE MANNER OF METAST ASIO. 
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Das pass, oershadow'd ! mournful! and unblest! 
Banish'd from THEE, what rapture can I share? 
What Hops, alas! shall animate this breast? 


T his tortur'd breast, the victim of DES PAIR! 


Though keen the pang, Tay absence to endure; 
Yet, Short, I ween ; too exquisite the pain, 
DeaTH will in pity minister a cure, 


And free my soul from Love's corroding chain, 


And yet, who knows, when in the grave I ſleep, 
If thou wilt shed one tender tear for me ? 

Or on thy heart's inconstant tablet keep 
Her faded form, who only liv'd for THERE! 


An! xo! some happier Ny mea that heart will claim; 
But none, that lov'd THEE with so PURE A FLAME! 


————————ß——————j5:᷑ũ 
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STANZAS 


TO A 
FRIEND, 


WHO DESIRED TO HAVE MY PORTRAIT, 


Mr Pozrzarr you desire! and why? 
To keep a shade on Mem'ry's eye? 
What bliss can Re ason prove, 
To gaze upon a senseless frame! 
On looks eternally the same, 
And lips that never move? 


Perhaps, when silent, you will say, [ 

Those lips no anger can betray ; 'l 
But, fix'd, in smiles remain; ; 

Those eyes, so gentle, can impart 

No keen reproach to wound the heart, 
No glance of cold disdain ! 
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You'll say, this Fou may quickly fade; 
One hour in glowing health array'd, 
The next, perchance, *tis lost! 
But, cherish'd by the Pal x TER's skill, 
An Ace may see it blooming still, 
As Evergreens in frost. 


But what are features? what 1s form * 
To combat life's tempestuous storm ? 
Can they T1me's pinions bind? 
Txurz whispers, No! Then take, my Fr1exD, 
The LAS TIN sketch, which here I send, 
The PicTuRE of my MIND! 


A Bard has told us long ago, 
Tis difficult ourselves to know: 
That BAR D was conscious grown ; 
And when he scrutiniz'd mis HEART, N 
Where Exvy lurk'd in ev'ry part, | 
Scarce thought it was HIS own! 


RELIOION says, to be forgiv'n, 

We all should own our crimes to Heav'n, 
And picture each transgression: 

And thus, my follies to repair, 

For well I xxow I have my share, 
I make this frank conress10N. 
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Nor PezdaxT dull, nor Cynic cold, 
I blush not freely to unfold 
The feelings of my breast; 
My raurrs I ow n—my VIRTUES KNOW 3 
To EpVcariox half I owe, 
And NaruR did the rest. 


E'en from the early days of youth, 

I've bless'd the sacred voice of TRur RH; 
And Candour is my pride: 

I always sy EAK what I BELIEVE ; 

I know not if I cav deceive, 
Because I NevErR TRY'D. 


I'm often serious, sometimes gay; 
Can laugh the fleeting hours away, 
Or weep—for orHERS woe; 
I'm yRouD! THis fault You cannot blame, 
Nor does it tinge my cheek with shame; 
YouR FRIENDSHIP MADE ME so! 


I'm odd, eccentric, fond of ease; 

Impatient ; difficult to please: 
AmMB1T10N fires my breast! 

Yet not for wealth, or titles vain ; 

Let but the LAUREL deck mr strain, 

And, dullness, take the rest. 


| 
: 
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In temper quick, in friendship nice; 

I doat on Gex1vs, shrink from vice, 
And scorn the flatt'rer's art! 

With penetrating skill can see, 

Where, mask'd in sweet simplicity, 
Lies hid the treach'rous heart. 


If once betray'd, ISscARCE forgive: 
And though I pity AL L that live, 
And mourn for ev'ry pain; 
Yet never could I court the Great, 
Or worship Fools, whate'er their state; 
For falsehood I disdain ! 


I'm jzaLovs, for I fondly Love ; 

No feeble flame my heart can prove; 
Caprice ne'er dimm'd its hres : 

J blush, to sce the human MIND, 

For nobler, prouder claims design'd, 


The slave of low desires! 


Reserv'd in manner, where unknown ; 
A little onSTIN ATE, I own, 
And apt to form opinion: 
Yet Ex vx never broke my rest, 
Nor could SSF -INTARESH bow my breast 


To FoLLY's base dominion, 
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No gaudy trappings I display; 
Nor meanly plain, nor idly gay; 
Yet sway'd by Fashion's rule: 
For S1NGULARITY, we find, 
Betrays, to ev'ry reas'ning mind, 
The PepaxT, or the Foor. 


I fly the rich, the sordid crowd, 

The little great, the vulgar proud, 
The ignorant and base: 

To Sons of GENIiUs homage pay, 

And own their sov'reign right to sway, 
Lokrps of the Human RACER! 


When Coxcomss tell me I'm pivixe, 
I plainly see the weak design, 

And mock a tale so common: 
Howe'er the flatt'ring strain may flow, 
My rauLTs, alas! too plainly show 

I'm but a MorRTaL Woman. 


Such is my PoRTRAIT H; now believe 
My pencil never can deceive, 

And know me what I paint: 
Taught in ArrLiiction's rigid school, 
I at from eRINcI ILE, not RULE ; 


No Six N ER yet KO SAINT, 


G'S 
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Now contemplate a picture true; 
With kIN DN ESS ev'ry VIRTUE view; 
And all that's WRON G explore * 
If you the brightest tints defend, 
The darkest shades I'll TR to mend; 
The wiSEST CAN NO MORE |! 


| 
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Page 37, line 7, for 111, read 11 T8. 
54, line 19, for ſtrain, read TRAIN. 
55, line 2, for Metal, read Mor Tar. 
64, line 16, for ftee/s, read sTEALS. 
69, line 4, for yield, read yields. 
74, line 10, for faſcinating, read FASCINATED. 
76, line 14, for chlivious, read Onr 1v10n's. 
79, line 13, for in, read w1TH ; and, for weſt, read CEST. 
87, line 10, for Theſe, read Tnosx. . 
100, line 19, for on, read IN. 
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